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EIIiY    MAVOURNEEN. 

fletid  for  Free  CkUlofrue  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Recitotlon  Books,  Penny  Ballails,  Call  Books,  Joke  Buok8,Sketc<h  B'.okm 
Stump  Speecliea,  Iiii«h  S<>ii(r  Books.  Cook  B. .oka.  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Mii»lc,  etc., 
to  Henry  J,  Weltin«n.  ISO  &  l£i  Park  Row,  New  Turk;  or  186  W.  lUdlson  Street,  Cblcavo. 

Eily  Mavourneen,  I  Bee  thee  before  me, 

Fnirer  thiin  ever  in  death's  pullid  line; 
Mortal  thou  art  uot,  I  liimibly  adore  thee, 

Yes,  with  a  love  which  ihou  kiioweat  is  true.  -      •    ' 

Lookest  thou  In  iiDKei?  all  I  no,  such  u  feeling 

Ne'er  ill  thy  too  gentle  breast  had  a  pluco; 
Softly  the  smile  of  forgiveness  is  sti-aliiiK, 

Eily,  my  own,  o'er  thy  beautiful  face. 
Once  would  my  heart  with  the  wildest  emotion 

Throb,  deiirest  Eily,  wlit-n  near  me  wert  ihon; 
Now  I  regaril  thee  with  deep,  culra  devotion,  '  . . 

Never,  bright  un^el,  I  loved  thee  as  now.  . 
Tho'  iti  this  world  were  so  cruelly  blielited 

All  the  fond  hopes  of  thy  innocent  Heart, 
Soon  ill  a  holier  region  united, 

Eily  Mavourueei^,  we  never  «hall  part 

PADDY   WHACK. 

Send  for  Free  CaUlogne  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Kortune  Telh 
ers  Trick  Books,  Recitotlon  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books.Sketch  Bi>oks, 
Stu'inD  Soeeclies,  Irl»h  S'.ntt  Books.  Cook  B' 'oks.  Books  of  Amueeineiit,  Si  e«-t  Mo«lc.  etc., 
to  Henrr  J.  Wehinan,  130&tSi  Park  Row,  New  York)  or  126  W.  Madiaou  Street,  CUcaga 

Arrahl  Paddy's  my  name,  and  a  comeller  lad,      * 
Sure,  never  soiie;  whack  at  the  end  of  a  song;     .      ,     ' 

Then  give  me  a  buss,  It  will  make  my  heart  glad. 
And  I'll  love  and  biug  whack,  honey,  aU  the  day  long^ 

Chorps. 
Yes,  whack,  my  dear;  whack,  whack,  my  dear  whack; 
Yes,  whack,  my  dear,  whack,  all  the  day  long,  ' 

Love  and  whack  is  the  same  in  an  Irishman's  song. 

Botheration,  be  aisy,  I'm  dying  for  love; 

I  can't  sleep  for  grumbling  out  the  old  song; 
I've  a  pain  at  me  heart,  yet  that  pain  pleases  me; 

I  love,  dream  and  cry  whack  all  the  night  \ong.— C hofvt. 

In  the  land  of  KilUenny  the  lasses  ran  after  me, 
Plaguing  and  teasing*  me  all  the  day  long; 
'  And  the  good  wives  and  widows  were  always  a-teasing  me' 
To  play  the  last  stave  of  my  good  Irish  Boug.—C  hoiut. 

NORAH   AROON. 

Copyright,  1894,  by  DuBois  A  Talbot.    All  rights  reserved. 
■  -(rhe  Word*  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
diCiw.  post-imid.  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  8oii(tg  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  13"  *  l.tS  Pai  k  R.^w.  New  York;  or  125  W,  Mtull.soti  Street,  Cliicago. 
Wiit«  to  either  one  of  the  above  aildrc-ses  for  Free  Catulogue  of  S^mgs,  Song  UooKS, 
Sheet  Music,  Qeimau  Suug  Books,  Letter  Writeis,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 
Words  and  Music  by  O.  DuBois. 
A  sweet  little  diiisy  crew  down  lu  the  dell. 
Near  the  old-fusliinned  cottage  that  we  loved  80  well; 
:  I  watched  as  it  budded  into  its  full  bloom; 
*Twas  meant  for  u  gift  to  my  Norah  Aroon. 
We  BOon  would  lie  wedded,  my  Nurah  and  I; 
Our  cot  was  all  flzeii  up  so  fine, 
And  I  longed  for  the  day  when  I'd  call  her  my  own, 
Then  I'd  give  her  the  daisy,  my  Norah  Aroon. 
But,  alasl  the  sweet  dream  was  ne'er  to  come  true. 
For  one  fateful  day,  which  I've  ne'er  ceased  to  rue,  . 
The  dark  rushing  river  took  from  me  my  bride, 
•My  darling,  my  Norah,  my  life's  hope  and  pride. 
The  streuin  kept  its  treasure:  no  more  have  we  seen 
Her  fair  face  so  loving  and  sweet. 
The  daisy  I  plucke<l  and  placed  over  my  heart, 
In  mem'ry  of  Norah,  sweet  Norah  Aroon.  | 

\]  THE   WIDOWS    ONLY    SON. 

Copyright,  1803,  by  Frank  Tuosey.    Entered  at  Stationers'  Hall,  London. 

TIi»  Words  and  Mtisic  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
d'es",  pos^poid.  on  receipt  or  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sooks  for  one  Hollar, 
hv  Heiii-y  J.  Wehman.  130  4  132  Park  R>w,N«;w  York;  or  125  W,  Madison  Street,  Chicago. 
Writw  to  cither  one  of  the  above  artrtrefses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Song  Uooka, 
Shiset  Uuaic,  German  Soiig^Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bookl,  etc. 
WtJtten  by  Albert  Hall.    Composed  by  Felix  McUlennuii. 

The  scene  is  a  conrt-ltouHe  in  Ireland, 

Crowded  from  ceiling  to  floor 
With  gentles  and  commons,  all  come  there  to  hear 

The  trial  of  yonng  Barney  Moore. 
Now  the  charge  giiinot  the  Btri|iling  is  treason, 

And  the  jury  liim  guilty  declare; 
The  judge  is  about  a  long  sentence  to  pass. 

When  a  colleen's  voice  rings  thro' the  air: 

Chorus. 
"  Don't  send  the  crafnr  to  prison,  sorr;  let  Justice  to  mercy  yield; 
His  father  is  dead,  for  our  Queen  fought  and  bled  on  a  foreign  bnttle-fleld. 
Don't  let  hini  break  IiIk  young  heart  in  jail  for  a  crime  he  has  never  dune; 
Keincmber,  his  mother's  a  widow,  nnd  he  is  a  widows  only  son." 

The  judire  stays  the  sentence  a  moment. 

Looks  at  the  Colleen  so  fair. 
He  eavs,  "Girl,  it  brines  a  sharp  pang  to  my  heart. 

Refusing  to  grant  you  your  prayer— 
'Tis  the  laws  of  onr  country  compel  me. 

And  to  jail  I  muft  send  him  to-day." 
The  shriek  of  the  colleen  rings  thro' that  old  court, 

As  she  murmurs  while  fainting  away:— CAoruf. 
The  pifeons  appeal  of  the  colleen 

Touches  a  nmn  wlio  stood  there — 
He  cries  out,  "  The  pris'ner's  not  guilty,  tho' I, 

With  otlierti,  against  him  did  swear: 
".*  'Twas  the  plot  of  his  rich,  scheming  rival- 

See  how  tie  tries  to  Blinli  from  your  view! 
.     •-       So,  try  me  for  perjury  now.  If  you  like, 
_  ,     -  •  But  give  justice  wliere  justice  is  duel  " — Chorui.      • 


DRINKING    WITH    DANIEL    MALONEY. 

Ooyy  right,  1884,  by  Wm.  J.  McVey. 

The  Words  and  Mnsio  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cent«;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heniy  J.  Wehman.  ISO  A  138  Park  R'W,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Sti»et,  Chicago. 
Writn  to  either  one  of  the  above  addrepses  for  Free  Catulogiie  of  Sontrs,  S*>ng  Books, 
Sheet  Musto,  Qermaii  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-eam  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

You've  heard  of  Dan  Maloney,  he's  known  both  far  and  near; 

He's  ready  to  assist  a  friend  witii  heart  and  hand  sincere. 

And  though  he's  uot  a  toper,  he's  ever  light  and  gay: 

When  drinking  with  some  old-time  friends,  you'll  hear  Maloney  any. 

CUORUS. 

Here's  to  ye,  boys,  good  luck  and  long  life, 
Here's  to  ye  Charles  and  Owney,  •       1     ' 

Have  the  best  on  the  bar,  aither  wine  or  cigar,  1. 

When  drinking  witli  Daniel  Maloney.  ,    '  -    ' 

He's  not  inclined  to  Cliqnot,  or  champagne,  extra  dry, 

Bat  like  the  solid  man  he  is,  he  sticks  to  good  old  rye; 

He'll  pass  a  joke  orsing  a  song  all  night  till  break  of  day. 

And  when  the  parting  glass  is  filled,  you'll  hear  Maloney  Bay;—CAor((«. 

His  heart  and  pocket's  open  to  assist  a  fellow  man; 

No  matter  where  yon  go  you'll  hear  a  word  in  praise  of  Dan;   ■  _,   ' .'." 

He's  upright  and  lie's  honest,  with  a  conscience  clear  us  day;  ' 

In  rain  or  shine,  where'er  he's  met,  right  heartily  he'll  mnj:— Chorus. 

■■■.    -  ^    DAINTY    GLADYS.    ;  .;:|  ^■■.■::' 

Copyright.  18»4,  by  Richard  Stockton. 
The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
di  ess,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heiii-y  J.  Wehman,  130*  138  Park  R.>w,New  York;  or  126  W.  Madison  Sti-eet,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Songs,  Sung  Duoks, 
Sheet  Music  Qermau  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

.Words  and  Mnslo  by  Richard  Stockton. 
I  know  a  dainty  little  maid,  whose  greatest  joy  in  life 
Is  just  to  work  and  work  away,  cares  naught  for  pleasures  rife. 
Each  evening  to  the  theatre  she  goes,  but  not  for  fun, 
'  And  quietly  homeward  wends  her  waj.after  the  play  is  dons.  . 

Chorus. 
Gladys,  Gladys,  dainty  Gladys,  eyes  of  chestnut  hne, 
Everybody  loves  you,  liccaiise  yon  are  kind  and  true; 
Gladys,  Gladys,  lovely  Gladys,  with  your  fairy  smile. 
Earth  around  me  seems  like  heaven  when  you  are  there  awhile. 
Her  gentle  and  her  winsome  ways  ne'er  failed  to  win  a  lieart. 
And  every  one  who  sees  her  play,  has  praises  for  her  art. 
True  worth  alone  will  tell  at  last— so,  some  briifht  day,  I  ween,  -     ~- 

We'll  see  oar  dainty  little  lassie  reigning  as  a  queen.- (7Ao/-u«. 

Oh,  darling,  let  these  words  of  mine  be  murmured  soft  and  low. 
And  let  the  essence  of  their  prayer  unto  your  altar  go. 
Oh,  give  me  just  one  little  word— yes,  do,  proud  sweetheart,  do, 
.   And  tell  me  that  yon  do  not  mind  me  saying  "  I  love  yoa."—  (Jhoru§. 

A   PLAIN   LITTLE    IRISH    GIRL. 

Copyright,  1893,  by  Spaulding  &  Komder.    Entered  at  Stationers'  HalL  Loiidun. 

,  The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  t>e  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  <  >ne  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  &.  132  Parli  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Sti-eet,  Chicaoo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  aridrei-ses  for  Free  CatHlogue  of  Songs,  Song  Boon, 
Sheet  Muilc,  Oermau  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Words  and  Music  by  Chns.  Oraliam. 
We've  heard  very  often  in  story  and  song  [ 

Of  girls  who  were  Ideal  beauties: 
There's  one  little  girl  whom  I  know  Is  not  so,    ■  "j 
p         But  she  always  attends  to  her  duties; 

With  her  old  widowed  mother  she  lives  near  town. 
In  a  home  that  is  hanpy,  without  u  frown: 
And  when  on  n  Sunday  she's  walking  with  me, 
Dressed  np  in  her  best,  she's  a  pleasure  to  see. 
Rbfrain. 
She's  only  a  plain  little  Irish  girl,  who  fiiith fully  tolls  for  her  mother; 
I'm  going  to  win  this  precious  pearl,  for  I  know  she  loves  no  other: 
No  lass  have  I  seen  like  this  little  colleen,  niy  brain  she  has  set  in  a  whirl; 
Like  the  stars  np  above  her,  I  treasure  and  love  her,  this  piniu  little  Irish  girl. 

Of  conrse,  when  we're  married  we'll  have  our  own  home; 

"Twill  always  be  briahr  and  merry; 
\  know  it  will  iHJ  just  like  Eden  forme. 

With  a  helpniaie  that's  never  contrary;  [ 

And  a  nice  little  fortune  I'll  lay  away,  1 

So  We're  always  prepared  for  a  rainy  day; 
And  after  our  wedding  there's  none  who  can  blame 
If  we  take  our  Sunday  excursion  the  8ame,—i?</'rain. .     . 

BUNCH    OF   SHAMROCKS. 
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There's  a  little  green  spray  that  on  meadow  or  brae 

Is  kissed  by  the  dew  morn  and  eve. 
And  the  sun  from  above  throws  a  smile  full  of  love 

On  this  cluster  nf  Emerald  leaves: 
'TIS  the  symbol  of  Erin's  sweet  spot  in  the  sea. 

And  no  flower  more  rare  e'er  was  seen 
Than  grows  on  its  stem— 'tis  my  own  precious  gem, 
"Bunch  of  Shamrocks,"  so  fragrant  and  green. 
Chorus. 
'Tis  the  shamrock  so  green,  the  shamrock  so  green, 
No  flower  more  nire  e'er  was  seen 

Than  grows  on  its  stem— my  own  precious  gem,  , 

"  Banch  of  Shamrocks,"  so  fragrant  and  green. 

Good  fortune  Is  found  in  the  blessings  that's  'ronnd 

This  dear  little  treasnre  so  fair. 
Id  the  famed  days  of  old  each  warrior  bold,        i 

A  charm  in  virtue  so  rare,  •  •■ 

And  still,  dew-kissed.  It  peeps  from  bog  or  brake,    ■. 

Bejewelled  more  rich  than  a  queen. 
The  dear  little  gem  on  its  triple-branched  stem, 

"Bunch  of  Sliamrocks,"  so  fragrant  and  green.— CAor*t/«. 
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THE    IRISH    GIRL. 
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One  even  i  I  Iff,  as  I  strayed  down  the  river's  side, 

Looking  all  aroand  me  as  au  Irisli  girl  I  »picd; 

So  red  and  rosy  were  her  checks,  ami  yellow  was  her  hnir,  , 

And  cosily  were  the  robes  which  my  Irieti  girl  did  wear. 

Her  shoes  of  Spimisb  leather  were  l>otind  round  with  spanglet  gay, 

'I'he  tears  came  down  tier  crystal  eyes,  and  she  began  to  sny: 

Ochoue,  and  alasl  asthore  areen  machiee. 

Why  should  yoa  go  and  leave  me,  and  slight  yonr  own  Molly*  .    ^  - 

The  first  time  that  I  saw  my  love,  I  was  sick  and  very  bad- 
All  the  request  I  asked  was  that  slie  miKht  tie  my  liead; 
I  nsked  ber  if  on«  aa  ha«l  as  me  could  ever  mend  again, 
For  love's  a  sore  disorder— did  yon  ever  feel  the  paint 
My  love  she'll  not  Come  nigh  me  for  all  the  moan  I  make. 
Nor  neither  will  she  pity  me  if  iiiy  poor  heart  should  break; 
But  was  I  of  some  noble  hiood  and  sh^  of  low  de^res,  .' 

She  would  hear  my  lamentatiou  and  come  and  pity  ms. 

My  only  love  is  fairer  than  the  lilies  that  do  grow,  [ 

She  has  a  voice  that's  clearer  than  any  winds  that  blow;  .  ^ 

She's  the  promise  of  this  country,  like  Venus  in  the  air. 
And  let  tier  go  where'er  she  will,  she's  my  joy  and  only  fear. 
Be  it  so,  or  l>e  it  not,  of  ber  1  tuko  my  chance,  -  ^    ; 

The  first  time  that  I  saw  my  love  she  siruck  me  in  a  trance,  ^ 

Her  ruby  lips  and  sparkling  eyes  have  so  bewitched  me, 
Tliat  were  I  king  of  Ireland,  queen  of  it  she  should  be. 

'  MY    EMMET'S   NO    MORE. 

Despair  in  ber  wild  eye,  a  daughter  of  Erin 

Appeared  on  the  cliffs  of  the  bleak,  rocky  shore; 
Loose  in  the  wind  flowed  her  dark,  streaming  ringlets,  -  '      .' 

And  heedless  she  guzed  on  the  dreud  surge's  roar. 
Loud  rang  he.' harp  In  wild  tones  of  despairing. 
The  time  passed  away  with  the  present  comparinK 
And  in  Boul-thiilUng  stratus  deeper  Borrow  declaring,    '     '    =- 
She  sang  Erin's  woes  and  her  Emmet  no  more. 

Oh.  Erin,  my  country,  your  glory's  departed. 
For  tyrants  and  traitors  have  stabbed  tliy  heart's  core; 

Thy  daughters  have  laved  iu  the  streams  of  afBiciion, 
Tliy  patriots  have  fled,  or  lie  stretched  in  tlieir  gore. 

Ruthless  ruffians  now  prowl  thro'  thy  hamlets  forsaken, 

From  pale,  hungry  orphans  their  last  morsel  have  taken;  .  ; '. 

The  screams  of  thy  females  no  pity  awaken,  .'^  ■■.'... 

Alasl  my  poor  country,  your  Emmet's  no  more..    '        ■  -  .:  -' ~ 

Brave  was  his  spirit,  yet  mild  as  the  Brahmin,  ". 

Hie  heart  bled  in  anirnlsh  the  wrongs  of  the  poor; 
To  relieve  their  hard  sufferings  he  braved  every  danger, 

The  vengeance  of  tyrants  undauntedly  bore. 
Even  before  him  the  proud  titled  villains  in  power 
Were  seen,  though  in  ermine,  in  terror  to  cower; 
But,  alasl  he  is  gone,  he  has  fallen,  a  young  flower. 

They  hare  murdered  my  Emmet,  my  Emmet's  uo  more. 

THE    IRISH    COLLEEN.      ; 

Show  me  a  sight  bates  for  delight 
An  ould  Irish  wheel  wld  a  young  Irish  girl  at  It.     -'- 
.       ,       Ota,  nol  nothing  you'll  sliow 
■'    ■•■  Aqoalsher  sittiu' an' takin'atwirl  at  it. 

'■'' 0      Look  *t  her  there— night  in  her  hair. 

The  blue  ray  of  day  from  her  eye  laughin' oat  on  nsl  '     ... 

FhIz,  au' a  foot,  perfect  in  cut,  ■*'- 

Peepiu' to  put  an  end  to  all  doubt  in  OS.  ■ 
That  there's  a  sight  bates  for  delight 

An  oiild  Irish  wlieel  wld  a  young  Irish  girl  at  it, 
Oh,  nol  nothing  you'll  show 
Aquals  her  sittin' an' takin' a  twirl  at  it.  ;• - 

See  the  lamb's  wool  turn  coarse  an' dull 
By  them  soft,  beautiful,  weeshy,  white  hands  of  her; 

Down  goes  her  heel,  roun' runs  the  wheel,  "*" 

Purrin'  wid  pleasure  to  take  the  commands  of  her. 

Talk  of  Three  Fates,  seated  on  sates, 
Spinnin'  an'  slieann'  away  till  they've  done  for  me; 

You  may  want  three  for  your  massacree. 
But  one  fate  for  me,  boys,  an'  only  the  one  for  me; 

An'  isn^t  that  fate  pictured  complate— 
An  ould  Irish  wheel  wid  a  youug  Irish  girl  at  it? 

Oh,  nol  nothing  you'll  show 
Aquals  her  sittin'  an'  takin'  a  twirl  at  it.  -     , 

KATE    O'BRIEN. 

Perhaps  yon  don't  know  there's  a  sweet  little  stream         . 

Far  down  in  a  dell  where  a  poet  might  dream; 

A  nate  little  cabin  stands  close  to  the  tide, 

And,  och,  such  a  jewel  is  shining  inside.        V  -.,-' 

I  don't  mean  a  jewel  that  money  can  buy,  -'■■..■■ 

But  a  warni-liearte<l  creature,  with  love  in  her  eye; 

You'll  not  find  a  beauty  so  beauteous  as  she  '  .^ 

From  Ballinacrasy  to  Donaghadee.  .  " 

Her  name  is  O'Brien,  they  christened  hei  Kate, 

There's  many  a  beauty  has  shared  the  same  fate;  "^     ... ' 

But  never  a  one,  to  my  thinking,  I've  seen 

So  lovely,  so  trim,  as  my  brlghueyed  colleen. 

Her  face  is  a  picture  for  limners  to  paint, 

Her  figure  might  serve  for  a  beart-winuing  saint. 

Oh,  you'll  not  find  a  beauty,  etc. 

:;   ,  Her  hair  it  is  smooth  as  the  raven's  own  black,  .■* 

But  the  bonniest  bird  has  not  tresses  so  black:  .    , 

And  they  curl  'round  a  neck  that  might  rival  the  enow, 
With  the  grace  of  a  swan  on  the  wau-rs  Ijelow.  -.        . 

Her  mouth — oh,  whut  music  I've  heard  from  that  same, 

''..,  ^  Her  breath  it  might  put  the  sweet  roses  to  shame.  ,  v  ■■ 

Oh,  you'll  not  find  a  beauty,  etc. 
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AN    IRISHMAN'S    TOAST. 
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i>on't  call  me  weak-minded,  perchance  I  elioald  aing 

Of  the  dearest  old  siMit  upon  earth; 
And  don't  tliink  I'm  foolish  siionid  memory  bring  ...   ■„ 

To  my  mind  the  dear  land  of  my  hirtb. 
Witli  its  hills  and  its  valleys,  ice  mountains  and  valet,  .-'^' 

Of  which  our  forefiitliere  would  booHt;  "-.  "^] 

Of  a  dear  little  island  all  covered  with  green— 

Abl  bat  list' and  I'll  give  you  an  Irisiimau's  toast: 

CaoBtTs. 

Here's  to  the  land  of  the  shamrock  so  green, 
'  Here's  to  each  boy  and  his  darling  col  leen; 

■  ■  .  Here's  to  tne  ones  we  love  dearest  «nd  most. 

May  Ood.8t>eed  old  Ireland— that's  au  Irivhman'a  toast. 

My  mind's  eye  oft  pictures  my  old  cubiu  home. 

Where  it  stood  by  the  mnnnnring  rill; 
Where  my  playmates  and  I  oft  together  did  roam  -:  >  - 

Through  ihe  castle  that  stood  on  the  hill. 
Bat  the  stout  band  of  time  lias  destroyetl  the  old  cot. 

And  the  fartn  now  lies  barren  and  l>are; 
-      ^.    Around  the  old  popch  there  Is  ivy  entwined. 

But  the  birds  seem  to  warble  this  toast  In  the  h\T:—Cfiorut. 

The  church  and  the  school-bt>use  have  long  been  replaced. 

In  the  Harp  Hotel  dwells  a  new  hoet; 
The  white-haired  old  veteran  has  long  been  at  rest. 

And  Ins  wife  has  deserted  lier  poet.  '         ■  • 

King  Death,  the  stern  reaper,  has  called  them  away,    .'.'~1.'  * 

And  their  children  have  gone  o'er  the  seas:  ..•.',: 

There  is  notliing  but  strangers  around  the  old  spot. 

Still  this  toast  seems  to  waft  to  my  ears  on  the  breeze.— CAor-u«. 

DEAR    LITTLE    COLLEEN. 
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Soon  you'll  be  sailing  o'er  the  wide  ocean. 
Leaving  old  Erin  to  see  it  no  more: 
.■,     .    '  .  Tears  that  are  falling  speak  my  devotion, 
.     ,  Dear  little  colleen,  'tis  you  1  adore. 

Oh!  bring  me,  my  darling,  to  bless  and  to  cheer  me^ 
One  sweet  bit  of  shamrocic  from  over  the  sea; 
Fondly  'twill  whisper  when  yon  are  near  me. 
Whisper,  dear  colleen,  of  home  unto  me.  i -^  -    •- 

CaoBUB.  ■     " 

Oh!  bring  me,  my  darling,  to  bless  and  to  cheer  me, 
I  One  sweet  l)it  of  shamrock  from  over  the  sea; 

Fondly 'twill  whisper  when  you  are  near  me,       ♦ 
Whimper,  dear  colleen,  of  home  unto  me. 
Weary,  I've  waited, 'most  broken-hearted.  '.'"'■^ 

Dreaming  of  days  when  we  strayed  side  by  iide;  -      ■' 

'..  Life  hue  been  lonely  since  we  were  parte<l,  .< 

Dear  little  colleen,  my  treasure  and  pride. 
..  Oh  I  bring  me,  my  darling,  to  bless  ona  to  cheer  me,  ■■'"' 

One  sweet  bit  of  shamrock  from  over  the  sea; 
Fondly 'twill  wliis|>er  when  you  are  near  me.  ■•' '    ■  "   '   . 

Whisper,  dear  colleen,  of  home  unto  me.— CAorw*.  .    :'>^  . 

THE    PRIDE    or    MAYO.      "^^ 

lam  thinking  to-night  of  my  own  little  darling,  '  •• -C 

And  I  know  that  she  Is  also  a-thlnking  of  me;  .'     '.       - 

Oh,  won't  I  be  happy  when  on  the  sea  Bailing  ,■ 

Back  to  that  emerald  isle  of  the  sea. 
.-    ■      To  that  little  thatclied  cabin,  the  home  of  my  boyhood;         ..  • 
■ :     \  I  wished  it  was  morn,  for  I  long  for  to  go 

To  Bee  my  old  father  and  loving  old  mother,  ..• 

And  my  own  little  Mary,  the  pride  of  Mayo. 

Chorus.  -»     '^      .        •=. 

I  know  that  she  is  patiently  awaiting  my  coming,  .. 

I  think  of  my  darling  wherever  I  go; 
Oh,  won't  I  be  happy  when  on  the  sea  sailing  ■,     .' 

.f  To  my  own  little  Mary,  the  pride  of  Mayo. 

1  will  never  forget  the  day  that  we  purled — 
:  •;  I  tried  to  be  ctieerful,  hut  it  was  a  hard  thing; 

When  my  own  little  darling  says,  fare  tliee  well,  Barneyl 
'     And  placed  on  my  finger  this  little  gold  ring. 
•.  /  The  sinp  was  made  ready  and  soon  would  be  starting, 

/  I  bid  her  good-by,  for  I  had  for  to  go;  . '  ■  :- 

As  I  kissed  tier  and  parted  I  felt  so  down-hearted,  '• 

At  leaving  my  Mary,  the  pride  of  Mayo.— CAwu«.  :     »\ 

THE   ORIGIN   OP   THE    HARP.  '    .? 
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'Tis  believed  that  this  harp,  which  I  wake  now  for  thee, 
;    Was  a  siren  of  old,  who  sung  under  the  sea, 
:    And  who  often  at  eve  through  the  bright  waters  roved, 
.         To  meet  on  the  green  shore  a  youth  whom  she  loved. 

But  she  loved  him  in  vain,  for  he  left  her  to  weep,  J- 

. '■, .    And  in  tears  all  the  night  her  gold  tresses  to  steep;  _' 

Till  heaven  looked  with  pity  on  true  love  so  warm, 
.  And  changed  to  this  harp  the  sea-maiden's  form. 
.'■■'  ■  Still  her  bosom  rose  fair,  Btill  her  cheeks  smiled  the  same, 
■■\-r  '    .•  While  her  sea-beauties  gracefully  formed  the  light  frame; 
■    I       •  And 'her  hair,  as  let  loose  o'er  lier  white  arm  it  fell, 
;  >  .     Was  changed  to  liright  chords  uttering  melody's  spell. 

.  -.    Hence  It  came  that  this  soft  harp  so  long  hath  been  known 
...;.,.  ■■    To  mingle  love's  language  with  sorrow's  sad  tone; 
■'  •        Till  lliou  didst  divide  them  and  leach  the  fond  lay. 

To  e|>eak  love  wlien  I'm  near  thee,  and  grief  wheu  away. 
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THE    MAN    THAT    STRUCK    O'HARA. 
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.list  iiietit  to  Dan  O'IIiira'8  honsie  a  lot  of  ^ood  boys  went; 
^V'<' hud  a  spleiulid  (lupper  and  a  plen^aiit  lime  we  spent, 
i^it  ill  every  compiiny  i here's  it  fool,  who  inakfi*  a  lot  of  fass 
\iid  upsets  all  tiiu  liuruiuny— twns  just  the  eaiuc  with  ue. 

Chobl'9.  i 

First  we  mopped  the  floor  with  him,  draeced  )iim  ap  and  down  tlie  stairs, 
Then  we  hud  another  uo  under  iiibU-s,  over  chidrs: 
Such  a  eight  )ou  never  saw— hefure  he'd  time  to  say  his  prayers, 
Kiius  and  bones  were  a^ll  we  left  of  the  man  who  struck  U'Uura. 

STou  never  saw  such  value,  boys,  there  never  was  such  fun; 

lie  wanted  to  Jipoloijize  before  we'd  half  lieKiin; 

^Ve  wanied  no  apoli>g\ ,  for  that  would  do  no  |!0'>d, 

[ii>t  to  wipe  out  ihat  uroe*  insult,  we  meant  to  have  his  \}\ooCi.— Chorus. 

\i  first  we  played  wiih  hint  lllte  a  cat  will  with  a  mouse, 

Wc  cliased  him  in  the  coriiei'S,  anil,  in  fact,  all  'round  tlie  house; 

lie  shnuteKJ  mercy  and  police,  it's  lime  that  you  were  done— 

But  wbeu  lie  ehuiited  murder!  oh,  'twas  ttt«n  wc  had  the  (uu.—  Cfioriit. 

* 

THE    IRISH    VOLUNTEER. 

Ye  daaghters  of  old  Ireland,  these  lines  to  jron  I  write. 
Concerning  your  true  lovers,  who  have  volunteered  to  fight 
For  tlieir  country's  standard,  to  face  their  rebel  peers; 
Its  pretty  dame  will  see  aguiu  our  Irish  volunteers. 
The  worthy  son  of  liberty,  who's  got  the  heart  to  go 
To  su!-tuin  his  country's  diirnity  auci  face  the  rel)erfoe;       ; 
He's  worthy  of  a  lihly's  love,  we'll  cull  them  our  dears. 
They're  stroiii;  and  bold  and  uucontrolled,  our  Irish  volnnteere. 
The  cymbals  are  sounding,  the  trumpet  shrill  dolh  blow 
For  each  ptatonn  lo  form,  we've  got  oiders  for  to  go; 
Each  pretty  girl  says  to  her  love:  Mv  darling,  never  fear. 
You  will  always  liud  US  true  and  kind  to  tlie  Irish  volunteer. 

Ill  the  fearful  hour  of  buttle,  when  the  cannons  loud  do  roar, . 
Wg'll  think  upon  our  loves  that  we  left  to  see  no  more; 
Ami  if  grim  death  appears  to  ue,  its  terrors  ami  its  fears  ^- ' 

Can  never  bcure  in  freedom's  war  our  Irish  volunteers. 
Come,  all  ye  worthy  trentlemen,  who  have  the  heart  and  means. 
Be  kind  iinio  the  soldier's  uife,  they  liold  your  coiintry's  reins; 
They  will  come  back  victoriniis,  those  galiiitit  fiisileerK. 
And  bring  a^^aia  tlie  flng  uuetuiucd,  our  iri«b  volunteers. 

ROBERT    EMMET. 

They  tell  ns  to  hreuthe  not  the  pntriots  name, 

Tliey  say  l<t  it  r<  st  in  the  cloum: 
Bur.  Clin  we  fotL'et  nil  the  tlory  and  fame 

Of  him  who  sleeps  cold  iu  the  tomuf 

ForL'et  him!  oh,  never,  while  one  of  our  race  f 

Od  the  soil  of  Ifeluiid  remains:  \ 

His  epitaph  brightly  in  jewels  we'll  trace 
Wbeu  Erin  heV  freedom  regains. 

In  nees  to  come  will  his  name  still  he  blest. 

Who  loved  his  dear  country  so  well, 
Aiid  forever  deei>,  deep  jii  each  patriot's  breast 

Will  liis  fame  aud  his  memory  dwell. 
lie  parted  with  all  and  he  joined  in  the  strife, 

With  freedom's  bright  banner  inliand; 
He  left  Ins  heart's  love,  and  he  gave  his  young  life 

To  raise  up  our  down-trodden  laud.' 

Ue  died  for  his  land  on  the  high  gallows' tree. 
With  the  dark  tyrant's  fiord  'round  him  cui-t; 

Be  died  us  all  should  who  would  work  to  be  free. 
Defiant  aud  true  to  the  last. 

Oh,  heaven!  I  pray,  ere  l' rest  in  the  grave, 

1  may  see  Ijy  the  Liffey's  gray  tide 
Tiie  green  flng  of  Ireland  triumpliantly  wave 

O'er  the  spot  where  our  brave  hero  died. 

Pat's  Not  So  Black  As  He's  Been  Painted. 

•|he  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonjr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  Bent  to  any  od- 
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Till!  Irish  for  ages  in  grief  have  been  bowed. 
Despite  all  the  virtues  with  which  they're  endowed; 
'I'he  banners  are  furled,  of  which  Inslimeu  are  proud. 

The  harp  is  nustning  in  tileui  sorrow. 
Jiist.like  the  choseii  people,  we're  scattered  near  and  far, 
Waitinu  for  the  tv\ inkling  of  sweet  freedom's  star; 
For  though  years  of  tyranny  unconquered  still  we^are, 

Aud  hope  from  the  future  slid  we  borrow. 
Cuonus. 

We've  fought  for  the  thistle,  we've  fought  for  tlie  rose. 

We've  proved  a  credit  to  the  land  where  the  shamrock  grows; 

An<i  I'm  proud  to  say  that  now  the  whole  world  knows 
Pat's  not  so  bliick  as  he's  beeu  painted. 
Unswerving  from  iluiy,  Btruight  onward  we  go, 
Retnrninii  a  snei-r  and  a  blow  for  a  blow, 
AikI  tcaciiing  our  ciiiidren  the  liiiired  of  a  foe,  __ 

Wlio  never  coud  force  HsTBTubjection'. 
W«  flight  for  our  birtliriL'ht,  the  liind  which  was  decreed 
Sliould  lie  ours  for  eti-rniiy,  in  happiness  or  need; 
And  while  we  liave  men  who  are  fit  to  fight  aiid  bleed. 

We'll  ne'er  own  a  foreigner's  protection. —  Chorat. 

Our  homes  have  been  ruinad,  our  altars  disgraced,  -   .   ' 

While  strangers  who  hate  us  above  us  are  placed; 
And  even  our  language  they  try  to  have  effaced. 

Still  ii  lives  in  the  pulse  of  our  sireland. 
They  cannot  »ipe  us  out,  we're  too  many  for  them  still; 
And  though  they  crush  and  wound  us,  they  find  they  cannot  kill, 
For  wc  will  be  relHfIs  to  tyranny  until 

There  is  not  a  man  or  boy  iu  Ireland.— CAo»t/». 


THE    YOUNG    ROSE. 

The  yonng  rose  which  I  gave  thee,  so  dewy  and  bright. 
Was  the  flow'ret  most  dear  to  the  sweet  niril  of  idgnt. 
Who  oft  by  the  moonlight  o'er  her  blushes  bath  hung. 
And  thrilled  every  leaf  »lth  the  wild  lay  he  sung. 

Oh,  take  thon  this  ynang  rose,  and  let  h\  r  life  be 
Prolonged  liy  tlie  breath  she  will  borrow  from  ihee. 
For  while  o'er  her  bosom  thy  soft  notes  shall  thrill, 
She'll  thiuk  ihe  sweet  night-bird  is  coarliug  her  still. 

PADDY    LOVES   A    SHAMROCK. 

paddy  loves  a  shamrock,  Johnny  Bull  arose,  i 

Sandy  loves  a  thistle,  and  Tttffy,  we  suppose,  '  .i 

Cot  bless  her,  loves  a  leek:  and  yet,  the  truth  to  speak,   'fi  ha 

Our  honor  and  a  pretty  girl  we  all  love  more  than  ttioee>>«"  I 

Fol  lol  de  rol  de  lol  de  fol  de  rol  de  ra.  i'*" 

Show  ns  but  the  spalpeen  would  our  riglits  oppose, 
Johnny,  Sandy,  Pat  and  Taff  would  take  him  by  tlie  nose; 

Together  in  a  lump,  we  the  universe  would  thump, 
Should  they  venture  to  cadoodle  us,  as  ev'rylKHly  knows. 
Fol  lol  de  rol  de  lol  de  fol  de  rol  de  ra. 

Crowdy,  beef  and  whiskey,  butterniilk  and  clieese, 

Make  a  body  frisky,  like  a  bug  of  fleas:  .': '     '  \, 

And  if  for  these  we  fight,  how  much  greater  the  delight 
To  stick  up  for  a  petticoat,  whoever  may  say  please. 
Fol  lol  de  rol  de  lui  de  fol  de  rol  de  ra. 

ONCE    MORE    IN    THE    DEAR    OLD    LAND. 
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Diirk  and  gloomy  was  the  day  when  from  Erin  I'd  to  part^       't      " 
As  the  good  sliiji  sailed  away  dark  and  gloomy  was  my  heart;  ' 
But  home  visions  to  me  came  as  we  ploughed  the  Angry  sea, 
Aud  my  heart  so  foudly  yearned  for  the  day  when  I  should  be— 

Cuoitus. 
Once  more  in  the  dear  old  land,  once  more  in  old  Ireland: 

O'er  the  wide,  wide  world  I've  roamed,  but  my  heart  siill  turned  to  thee; 
,Oiice  more  in  my  native  laud,  once  more  iu  my  sireiimd. 

Loveliest  Islaud  that  Heaven  e'er  smiled  on,  dear  Eiiu,  the  gem  of  the  t-ea. 

Varied  scenes  I  gazed  npon,  over  land  and  over  sea, 

But  where'er  I  chanced  to  roam,  Erin,  I  wax  true  to  thee: 

One  thought  cheered  my  lonely  heiirt,  one  thought  chased  each  care  n»  ay  : 

Weary  years  might  o'er  me  roll,  stiil  I  hope  to  be  some  day VJwfus. 

RAGGED   PAT. 
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Now  all  yon  young  gents  to  my  song  lend  your  ear, 
'Tie  about  a  poor  Irishman  whose  mime  was  Put  Clere;       \,'-  ' 
His  Clothes  were  ad  patches,  and  torn  was  his  hat. 
So  they  called  him  tlte  name  nf  poor  Pugged  Pat. 
Chorus. 

Oh,  boy,  Paddy  awhiickl 

A  cat  won't  cutcii  mice  if  put  in  a  sack. 
On  Sunday,  at  church,  hie  coat  was  of  black. 
With  a  big  ivory  Imtton  sewed  into  its  buck; 
And  his  lircoclies  were'l>liie,  the  Cloth  very  coarse. 
He'd  look  like  a  clown  if  he  sat  on  a  horse.— C'/^rtM. 
Now  this  gent.  Rugged  Put,  although  he  was  poor. 
Sickness,  uo  matter  wnat  sort,  he  could  cure;  !   • 

With  a  measure  of  oats,  auoiher  of  grass,  \.  ',    ;, ., 

He  could  take  away  glanders  from  any  jackass.— CAoruf.  J. 

His  eyes  they  were  black,  and  his  voice  was  so  sweet. 

He  stood  up  for  the  laws  and  on  Friday  eat  meiit; 

On  the  Sabbath  at  church  he'd  sure  shut  his  eyes. 

With  his  big  mouth  wide  open,  as  if  catching  flies.— CAorv«,| 

As  you  gave  close  attention,  I'll  here  eud  my  song, 

Although  full  of  pathos,  yet  not  very  long: 

In  the  church-yard  of  Erin,  fur  under  the  sod,  I 

Lies  poor  Rugged  Put,  but  tiusiful  in  God.— CAorM*. 

THE   FINE   OLD    IRISH   GENTLEMAN. 
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.     Ill  Btng  yoa  a  dacent  song  that  was  made  bv  a  Paddy's  pate,     I     - 
Of  a  real  ould  Irish  gintletnan,  who  had  a  fine  estate. 
Whose  mansion  it  was  made  of  mud,  with  tharch  and  all  complafe. 
With  a  hole  at  top,  throngh  which  the  smoke  so  graceful  did  retrnte. 

Hurrah  for  the  ould  Irish  gintlemati,  the  boy  of  the  ouldeii  time! 
His  walls,  so  cowld,  were  covered  wid  the  devil  a  thing  for  show, 
Except  an  old  shillelah,  which  had  kuocked  down  many  a  foe; 
And  there  old  Barney  sat  at  ease,  and  without  shoes  or  h"se. 
And  quaffed  his  noggin  of  potheen  to  warm  his  big  red  nose,      , 

Like  a  fine  ould  Irish  gintieniun,  the  boy  of  oulcleu  time.       -  i    <     "• 
To  Donnybrook  his  custom  was  to  go  to  everv  fair, 
.    And  though  he'd  seen  a  few  score  years,  he  still  was  young  when  there; 
And  while  the  rich  they  feasted  him.  he  stid  among  the  poor 
Would  sing  and  dance  and  hurl  and  flght  and  make  the  spal|>een8  roar. 

Like  a  real  ould  Irish  gintleman,  a  bov  of  the  oulden  time. 

But.  och  mevrone!  once  at  a  row  onl  J  Barney  pot  a  knock,        1 
And  one  that  kilt  him,  'cause  he  couldn't  get  o'er  the  shock; 
They  laid  him  out  so  beautiful,  and  then  set  up  a  groan, 
"Och,  Barney,  darlint,  jewel  dear,  why  did  you  dieT  och,  hone! " 

Then  they  waked  this  Irish  gintleman,  the  boy  of  the  onlden  time. 
Though  all  things  in  their  course  must  change,  and  seasons  pnss  away. 
Yet  Irish  hearts  of  oulden  time  were  just  as  at  this  day; 
Each  Irish  boy  he  took  a  pride  to  prove  himself  a  man: 
To  serve  a  friend  and  bate  a  foe,  it  always  was  the  plan  j    r      ^ 

Of  a  real  ould  Irish  gintleman,  the  hoy  of  the  oulden  time.       '       - 


: 


THE   HAT    ME    FATHER   WORE. 
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I'm  Paddy  Miles,  an  Irish  boy,  just  come  across  the  sea; 
For  singing  or  for  dancing,  boys,  I  tliink  that  I'll  please  ye. 
I  can  Biug  and  dance  with  any  man,  as  I  did  in  days  of  yore; 
And  ou  Patriclc'e  day  I  love  to  wear  the  hat  me  father  wore. 

Cborub.  ■• 

It's  old,  but  It's  beantif 111,  the  best  you  ever  seen ; 
"Twas  worn  for  more  thau  ninety  years  in  that  little  isle  so  green. 
From  my  father's  great  ancestors  it  descended  with  galore;   : 
It's  a  relic  of  old  dacency,  ia  the  bat  mc  father  wore.  ,N 


I  bid  yon  all  good  evening,  good  luck  to  yon,  I  say; 

And  when  I  crosa  the  ocean,  I  ho|)e  for  me  you'll  pray. 

I'm  going  to  my  happy  land,  in  a  nlnce  called  Ballyniore; 

To  M  welcomed  buck  to  Poddy's  laud  with  tlie  bat  me  father  wore.- 


■Chorus. 


And  when  I  do  return  again,  the  boys  and  girls  to  see, 

I  hope  that  with  old  Erin's  style  you'll  kindly  welcome  me. 

With  the  songs  of  dear  old  Ireland,  to  cheer  me  more  iind  more, 

Aud  make  me  Irish  heart  feel  glad  with  the  hat  me  f atlier  wore.—  Choru*. 

OH!    BREATHE   NOT   HIS   NAME. 
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Oh!  breathe  not  his  name— let  it  sleep  in  the  shade. 

Where  cold  and  nnhonored  his  reiice  are  laid! 

Sad,  silent  and  dark  i>e  the  tears  that  we  elicd.  i;  ■        : '  ■ 

As  the  night-dew  that  falls  on  the  grass  o'er  his  head  I  --,. 

Bnt  the  night  dew  that  falls,  tho'  in  silence  It  weeps, 

Sliall  brighten  with  verdure  the  grave  where  he  sleeps;  ■    -:■■':■] . 

And  the  tear  that  we  shed,  tho'  in  secret  it  rolls. 

Shall  long  keep  his  memory  green  lir  our  souls.  v 

THE    IRISHMAN'S   HOME. 
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Farewell  to  the  cot  on  the  monntnin,  i. -. 

And  the  cradle  that  first  lulled  me  to  sleep; 
•  Tears  are  falling  from  nature's  oK\n  fountain, 

As  I  breast  on  the  waves  of  the  deep. 
• /■  Liind  of  the  loveliest  and  fairest, 

'^  Unmatched  wheresoever  we  roam,  7      -^ :.' 

Every  night  as  I  rest  on  my  pillow,  •      .■ 

I  pray  for  each  Irishman's  borne. 

-       •     We're  going  to  the  land  where  there's  refuge  .;    .  <• 

From  the  oppression  we're  leaving  behind; 
And  our  cota  ne'er  again  will  they  levy,  , 

Or  put  us  out  on  the  bleak  winter  wind;  '  • 

But  we'll  soon  see  the  day  we'll  return  |  .:. 

In  splendor,  like  great  ancient  Rome, 
When  no  one  ««hall  live  on  thee,  poor  Erin,  -'.■.'.' 

But  the  sons  of  each  Irishman's  home. 

The  sod  that  our  fathers  lie  under. 

The  liomes  that  ibe  children  must  shun ; 
"^  Where  chieftains  have  oft  foutfht  and  have  conquered. 

The  6»jne-her<l  now  bask  In  the  aunL  . ..: : 
Bnt,  dear  Erin,  we  never  forget  thee, 

Thomrh  fate  may  compel  us  to  rnaml  ..  ^    " 

But  ever  long  to  return  and  make  thee  -.  :, 

The  pride  of  each  Irishman's  home. 

THE    IRISHMEN    OP    TO-DAY.';     :       ' 
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I  am  told  every  day  that  the  Irish  are  fools 

And  degraded  liy  every  shame: 
Ami  that  every  effort  they  make  for  their  rights. 

Adds  only  disgrace  to  their  name. 
Murder  is  wrong  and  for  venuemice  'twill  cry 

To  the  zenith  of  heaven's  i;reat  dome:  '•.  ' 

But  how  can  a  man  see  the  ones  that  he  loves 

Just  driven  like  dogs  from  their  home.  t 

Chorus.  *       • 

80  don't  form  opinions  until  yon  loioW  well 
'  ;-     •  Who's  to  blame,  and  then  what  you  say 

Will  cast  no  reflection  on  true-hearted  men. 
The  Irishmen  of  to-day. 

-  -v  ..  ;■  ■  I  have  seen  sons  and  daughters  of  Irish  descent 
Who  wonid  fain  pass  their  old  parents  by. 
. '  ■  •    For  maybe  their  clothes  were  not  cut  in  the  style,  ■ 
Or  their  walk  wasn't  fair  to  the  eye. 
Atid  perhaps  their  old  father  to  educate  them  -^:'- 

Hud  f>pent  all  that  hard  labor  gains: 
,:  -*■  To  see  them  grow  up  to  deny  lK)ih  his  name  - 

Aud  the  blood  that  sent  life  thr9ugh  their  veins.— (7 AoitM. 

Do  you  think  we  would  stand  England's  tyranny  here. 
In  this  mightiest  land  of  the  free?  :■'■ 

.V  Do  you  think  she  dont  know  it  for  many  a  year. 

Since  she  lost  the  tax  on  the  tea?  '.  .      « 

■    ^  Then  why  shsuld  poor  Paddy  be  held  In  disdain 

For  holding  his  place  on  this  earth?  .., 

For  a  man  is  a  coward  who  would  not  stand  up     ' 
And  fight  for  the  land  of  his  birth.— C/tor««. 


'•    ;  ..An 


The  Faster  You  Pluck  Them  the  Thicker  They  Grow. 
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Ob,  when  will  my  countrymen  learn  to  be  sensible? 

When  will  they  learn  to  themselves  to  be  true? 
Knowing  full  well  that  in  war  they're  invincible. 

Doing  what  no  other  nation  can  do.  .v,-- 

Honor  and  glory  illumines  the  pages 
'  Of  Irishmen's  prowess  and  Irishmen's  pride;  » 

But  unity's  wanting,  as  in  the  old  days,  ■,; 

When  the  Danish  invaders  they  drowned  in  the  tide.  ■''!■' 

Chorus.  •• 

Then,  boys,  pnll  together  in  sunshine  and  shower,  ,i  J 

■    We'll  soon  let  the  world  and  onr  Suxon  foes  know 
That  the  Irish  are  just  like  the  wild  creeping  flower,  .  ■• 

The  faster  yon  pluck  them  the  thicker  they  grow. 

Oh.  remember  the  glories  of  Ireland  a  nation,  ■:  > 

When  proudly  erect,  with  her  face  to  the  world,  ■  ■■. 

Her  sons  filled  the  courts  of  the  earth  in  high  station,  v.-     '' 

And  the  banner  of  green  to  the  breeze  was  unfurled,  •■•'"*: 

No  treachery  then  to  the  cause  that  was  holy,  ;-jf 

No  breaking  the  bonds  of  our  brotherly  laws;  % 

But  traitors  have  risen,  and  Ireland  is  lowly,  i 


There  are  men  who  are  false  to  the  famous  old  cause. —  Chonu. 

For  ages  we've  suflfered  in  gloom  and  in  sorrow. 
For  ages  we've  striitrgled  'midst  bloodshed  and  tears; 

But  at  last  the  bright  morning  of  free<lom  is  dawning. 
In  all  her  proud  beauty  the  siin-burst  appears.  .^ 

Paruell,  who  is  flchting  for  the  freevlom  of  Ireland,  - 
He  cannot  be  brihed  and  knows  not  the  word  fear, 

And  our  country  ut  large  will,  G'>d  grant,  be  united. 

And  Ireland  ouce  more  a  proad  nation  appear.—  C/iortu. 
MICHAEL    DWYER. 

At  length  brave  Michael  Dwyer  and  his  imdaunied  nien 
W'ere  scented  o'er  the  mountains  and  tracked  into  the  girn; 
The  stealthy  soldiers  followed,  with  ready  blade  and  ball. 
And  swore  to  trap  the  outlaws  that  night  in  vtiid  Email. 

They  prowled  about  the  vallev,  and  toward  the  dawn  of  day 
Discovered  where  the  faitiiful  and  fearless  heroes  lay; 
Around  the  little  cottaee  they  formed  a  ring. 
And  called  out,  "Micnael  Dwyer,  surrender  to  the  king!  " 
Thus  answered  Michael  D>vyer:  "  Into  this  house  we  came 
Unaitked  by  those  who  own  it.  they  cannot  Ite  to  blame; 
Then  let  those  guiltless  people,  unquestioned,  puss  you  through, 
Aud  when  they're  passed  in  safety,  I'll  tell  you  what  we'll  do." 

'Twas  done  —  "and  now,"  said  Dwyer,  "  yonr  work  you  may  beifin; 
You  are  a  hundred  out«ide,  we're  only  four  within; 
We've  heard  your  haughty  suinmons,  and  this  is  our  reply:'  ^ 

We're  true  United  Irishmen,  we'll  fi^ht  until  we  diet  " 

Then  burst  the  war's  red  lightniiie,  then  poured  the  leaden  rain, 
The  hills  around  re-echoed  the  thunder  peals  again. 
The  soldiers  falling  'round  him,  brave  Dwjer  sees  with  pride- 
But,  ubt  one  gallant  comrade  is  wounded  by  his  side. 

Tet  there  are  three  remaining  good  battle  still  to  do; 
Their  hands  are  strong  and  steady,  their  aim  is  quick  and  tme; 
But,  hark— that  furious  shoniing  the  savage  soldn-rs  raisel 
The  house  is  fired  around  them,  the  roof  is  in  a  blaze! 

And  brighter  ever  moment  the  lurid  flames  arose. 

And  louder  swelled  the  laughter  and  cheering  of  their  foes: 

Then  spake  the  brave  M'Alister,  the  vfeak  and  wounded  man, 

"You  can  escape,  my  comrades,  and  this  shall  be  yourplau; 

Place  in  my  hands  a  musket,  then  lie  upon  the  floor; 

I'll  stand  before  the  soldiers  and  open  wide  the  door; 

They'll  pour  into  my  bosom  the  fire  of  their  array. 

Then  while  their  guns  are  empty,  dash  through  '.hem  and  away  I'* 

He  stood  before  the  foemen,  revealed  amidst  tlie  flame. 

From  out  their  levelled  pieces  the  wished-for  volley  came; 

Up  sprang  the  three  survivors  for  whom  the  hero  died.  .'.  '■"■ 

But  only  Michael  Dwyer  burst  through  the  ranks  ontside.  '^\ 

He  baffle<l  his  pursuers,  who  followed  like  the  wind,  ■    ,    .•   .,  .;• 

And  swam  the  river  Slaney,  and  left  them  far  behind: 
But  many  a  scarlet  soldier  he  promised  soon  should  faU, 
For  those,  his  gallant  comrades,  who  died  in  wild  EmXll.  ' 


THE    LOW-BACKED    CAR. 
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When  first  I  saw  sweet  Peggy,  'twas  on  a  market  day, 

A  low-back'd  car  she  drove  and  sat  upon  a  truss  nf  hay: 

But  when  that  hay  was  blooming  grass,  aud  decked  w'itli  flowers  of  spring. 

No  flowers  were  there  that  could  compare  with  the  lovel>  girl  1  sing. 

As  she  sat  in  the  low-back'd,  the  man  at  the  turnpike  bar.  [car. 

Good-natured  old  soul,  never  ask'd  for  his  toil,  but  look'd  after  the  low-backed 

In  battle's  wild  commotion,  the  proud  and  mighty  Mars, 

With  hostile  scythes,  demands  his  tithes  of  death  in  warlike  scars; 

But  Peagy,  peaceful  goddess,  has  darta  in  her  brlKhteje 

That  knock  men  down  in  the  market  town,  as  right  and  left  they  fly, 

As  she  sits  in  the  low-backed  cur,  than  battle  more  dancerotis  far. 

For  the  doctor's  art  cannot  cure  the  heart  that  is  hit  from  the  low-backed  car. 

Sweet  Peggy  'round  her  car,  sir,  has  strings  of  ducks  and  geese, 

But  the  scores  of  hearts  she  slaughters  by  far  outiiuml>er  these.  .:    » 

While  she  among  her  poultry  sits,  just  like  a  turtle-dove,  .   -   >• 

Well  worth  the  cage,  I  do  enuage,  of  the  bloominjr  god  of  love. 

As  she  sita  in  her  low-back'd  car,  the  lovers  come  fiom  afar 

Aud  envy  the  chickens  that  Peggy  is  picking,  as  she  rides  in  her  low-back'd  car. 

I'd  rather  own  that  car,  sir,  with  Peggy  by  my  side. 
Than  a  couch  and  four,  and  gold  galore,  with  a  lady  for  my  bride. 
For  the  lads  would  sit  foniinst  me  on  a  cushion  made  with  taste. 
While  Peggy  would  sit  beside  me,  with  my  arm  around  her  waist. 
As  we  rode  iu  that  low-back'd  car,  to  be  married  by  Fatlier  Magar, 
Oh,  mv  heart  would  beat  high  at  each  glance  of  her  eye,  as  we  rode  in  the  low- 
backed  car. 


OOOD.BYE.    MIKE;    GOODBYE,    PAT. 

The  Words  ttnd  Husio  of  thts  Sontr,  &mn«r?d  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
draaa,  poat-pald.  on  receipt  of  40  cent*;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfti  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henl-y  J.  Wehman,  130  4  132  Park  Row,  New  Yorlj;  or  125  W.  Madison  Str«>et.  Chicago. 
Write  io  either  one  of  the  above  addreraes  for  Fiee  Cataloirue  of  Sonscs,  Song  Uouka, 
llnaio.  Q«i'nuu>  Song  Books,  lietter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 

The  ship  will  gall  in  half  an  hoar,  to  cross  the  broad  Atlantic, 
My  (rieu(i8  were  staniliii^  on  the  pier  with  grief  and  sorrow  frantic: 
My  O'anks  were  stowed  down  below  in  the  great  ship,  Dan  O'Leary; 
Tiie  anchor's  weighed  and  the  gangway  is  up,  I'm  leaving  Tipperary. 

Cbobub. 
bye,  Mike;  good-bye,  Pat;  good-bye,  Kate  and  Mary: 
or  the  anchor  Is  weighed,  the  gangway  is  up,  I'm  leaving  Tipperary. 

I,  there's  the  steamer  blazing  up,  I  cun  no  longer  stay, 
or  I  am  bound  for  New  York  City,  boys,  three  thoQMnd  miles  away. 

My  i>ortmanteau  I  have  got  packed  with  potatoes,  greens  and  bacon; 

ir  yfii  don't  think  I'll  look  after  that,  in  troth  you  are  mistaken. 

If  ttje  ship  pitch  and  toss,  for  a  iialf  a  dozen  farthings, 

I'll  kike  my  trunk  u(>ou  my  back  and  walk  to  Castle  Garden.— CAof'US. 

Oivi  my  respects  to  Mr.  Mack,  and  likewise  to  Mrs.  Hagan, 

An<|  I'll  Come  back  to  ilie  christening,  when  she  marries  Patsy  Fagau; 

I'm  deep  in  love  with  Mollie  Bnike,  as  a  jackass  Id  in  clover: 

Wb^u  I  am  settled,  if  she  will  come,  I'll  pay  her  passage  ovt-r. —  CAoru«. 

OCH,   PADDY,    IS   IT   YOURSELF? 

Och,  Pat,  is  it  yerself,  indade,  safe  again  to  home? 
Sure,  Bridget  told  a  lie,  faith!  she  eaid  ye  wouldn't  come; 
I  heerd  yerself  a-comiu'  and  it  made  my  dander  rise, 
'Dade  I  knowed  yer  drunken  footstep  and  yer  rnminy  voice; 
'I'was  sorrow  to  my  ears  in  tlie  avenin's  awful  gloom — 
Och,  Paddy,  tell  me  now,  where  did  ye  get  yer  rum? 

We's  afraid  yer  would  come  nightly,  bat  tliis  night  of  all 

We  let  the  Are  go  out,  'cause  we's  going  to  the  ball; 

The  chllders  would  set  up  till  nine  o'clock  and  past, 

Till  they  would  say  they  knowed  that  their  papa  was  lost;  ,  .  ' 

An'  they  hoped  yer  would  lie  sober  when  yer  did  get  home—    .  '    ■ 

Och,  Paddy,  tell  me  truly,  where  did  ye  get  yer  rumf 

Tlie  days  were  glad  without  ye,  the  nights  were  spent  in  revel. 
And  now  ye  have  come  home,  Pat,  ye  drunken  divil; 
Last  night  I  sung  and  danced  by  the  moon's  gentle  rny. 
Till  I  tliought  I  heerd  yer  voice,  when  (  stopped  right  away; 
But  I  soon  resumed  my  sport  when  I  found  ye  had  not  c<>ine— 
Oh,  Paddy,  yer  drunken  rowdy,  why  did  yer  cume  home?  f 

WHERE    IS    KATHLEEN? 
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I'm  silting  alone  while  tiie  sunset  Is  falling 
In  purple  and  gold  on  the  far  ilistant  hill. 
And  the  throstle  so  sweetly  his  luve-noie  is  calling 
From  out  tlie  old  willow  that  hends  o'er  the  rill. 
I  see  the  old  cottage  with  woodbine  half  covered. 
The  one  brlKhtesl  spot  in  that  l>eautifal  scene; 
Bat  where  is  tne  spirit  that  'round  it  once  hovered. 
So  loving  and  gentle?  ob,  where  is  Kathleen? 
CHonus. 
.'''•  Where  is  Kathleen,  darling  Kathleen, 

She  who  was  ever  my  heart's  fondest  queen? 
..Where  is  the  sweetheart  I  loved  in  my  childhood?  ' 

I  hear  but  the  echo,  oh,  where  is  Kathleen?       ^  • 

I  torn  from  the  spot  with  a  heart  fall  of  sorrow,  ,  . 

To  think  of  the  path  I  must  now  tread  ail  alone; 
For  no  matter  how  hrlyht  he  the  sun  of  to-morrow, 

I'll  sigh  for  the  love  lit;ht  that  once  o'er  me  shone. 
Tliougli  far  from  the  scenes  hy  her  presence  once  gladdened, 

1  still  shall  remember  sweet  days  that  have  gone: 
And  the  voice  of  my  tieart,  tho'  'tis  lirokeu  and  saddened. 
Will  ever  be  calling,  oh,  where  Is  Kathleen?— t'/tojw. 

PATRICK    SHEEHAN. 

My  name  is  Patrick  Sheehan,  my  years  are  tliirty-fonr, 
Tipperary  is  my  native  place,  not  far  from  Galtymore; ' 
I  came  of  honest  parems — hut  now  they're  lying  low — 
And  many  a  pleasant  day  I  spent  in  the  Gleu  oiAherlow. 

My  father  died^I  closed  Ills  eyes  outside  our  cal)ln  door— 

1*116  lanillord  i^<^  ^''^  b'"'''^^' t^"' ^'^''^  ^'i^'C't''^  I'^y '^*^^ore— 

And  then  my  loving  mother  and  sisters  three,  also,  " 

Were  forced  to  go  wiib  brokeH  hearts  from  the  Glen  of  Aherlow. 

For  three  long  months,  in  search  of  work,  I  wandered  far  dnd  near, 

I  went  then  to  the  poor-house  to  see  my  mother  dear: 

The  news  I  heard  nigh  broke  my  heart,  but  still,  in  all  my  woo, 

I  blessed  the  friends  who  made  their  graves  In  the  Gleu  of  Aheriow. 

Bereft  of  home,  and  kith  and  kin,  with  plenty  all  around, 
I  starved  within  my  cabin,  and  slept  upon  the  ground; 
Bat  cruel  as  my  lot  was,  I  ne'er  did  hardship  know. 
Till  1  joined  the  English  army,  fur  away  from  Aherlow. 

"'Rouse  up  there!"  says  the  corporal,  "yon  lazy  Hirlsh  "ound: 
Why  don't  you  hear,  )oa  sleepv  dog,  the  call  '  to  aruisl '  sound?" 
Alas,  I  had  heen  dreaming  of  days  lone,  long  ago, 
I  woke  before  Sebustopol,  and  not  in  Aherlow. 

I  groped  to  find  my  musket— how  dark  I  tliought  the  night; 

0  t>le8»ed  God,  it  waa  not  dark,  it  was  the  broad  dayli^ihtl 
And  when  I  found  that  I  was  blind  my  tears  hegaii  to  flow, 

1  longed  for  even  a  pauper's  grave  iu  the  Gleu  of  Alt^erlow. 
O  blessed  Virgin  Mary,  mine  is  a  mournful  tale, 
A  poor  blind  prisoner  liere  I  am,  in  Dublin's  dreary  jail: 
Struck  blind  within  the  trenches,  where  I  never  feared  the  foe,  •" 
Ahd  now  I'll  never  see  again  my  own  sweet  Aherlow. 

A  poor  neglected  mendicant  I  waijdered  through  the  street. 
My  nine  months'  pension  now  l>eing  out,  I  beg  from  all  I  meet; 
As  I  joined  my  country's  tyrants,  my  face  I'll  never  show 
Among  tne  kind  old  neighbors  in  the  Glen  of  Aherlow. 

Then,  Irish  youths— dear  countrymen— take  heed  of  what  I  sa)'. 
For  if  you  join  the  English  ranks  you'll  surely  rue  the  day; 
And  whenever  you  are  tempted  a-soldiering  to  go,  -   >.; ' 

Remember  poor  blind  Sbeeliau  of  the  Glen  of  Aherlow. 


BRIDGET    DONAHUE. 

Ths  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  wUl  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  M 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Son?*  for  One  Pollar,  by  Henry  J-  Wehman, 

ISO  H  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  12S  W.  Hadlaon  Street,  ChksatCO. 

It  was  in  the  county  Kerry,  a  little  way  from  Clare, 
Where  the  boys  and  girls  are  merry  at  a  patron  race  or  fair; 
The  town  is  called  Kellorglin,  a  purty  place  to  view. 
Bat  what  makes  it  iuterestiug  is  my  Bridget  Donahae. 

Chobus. 

Ob,  Bridget  Donahue,  I  really  do  love  yoa, 

Althoiith  I'm  in  America,  to  you  I  will  be  true; 

Then,  Bridget  Donahue,  I'll  tell  yon  what  I'll  do, 

Jast  take  the  name  of  Patterson  and  I'll  lake  Donahue. 

Her  father  is  a  farmer,  and  a  dacent  man  Is  he. 

He's  liked  by  all  ttie  people  from  KellorKlin  to  Trolee:  J    . 

And  Bridget  on  a  Sunday,  wlien  coming  home  from  mass. 

She's  admired  by  the  people,  sore,  they  wait  to  see  her  pass.— CAortM. 

I  sent  her  hom*a  picture,  I  did,  upon  my  word. 

Not  a  picture  of  myself,  but  a  picture  of  a  bird:  "  .'  ]      • 

It  was  the  American  eagle,  ana  says  I:  " Miss  Donahue, 

Oar  eagle's  wings  are  large  enough  to  shelter  me  and  yoa."— CAoru«. 

JOHN   MITCHELL. 

I  am  a  trne-bom  Irishman,  John  Mitchell  is  my  name. 

To  free  mv  own  brave  countrymen  from  Merry  town  1  came; 

I  struggled  hard  lioth  nielit  and  day  to  free  my  native  laud, 

For  which  I  was  transported,  as  you  may  understand. 

When  I  first  joined  my  countrymen,  it  was  In  '48, 

And  then  what  followed  after  I'll  quickly  tell  to  yon: 

I  raised  the  sUodard  of  "Repeal,"  and  gloried  In  the  deed. 

And  I  vowed  to  heaven  I'd  never  rest  until  Erin  it  was  freed. 

While  here  in  prison  close  confined,  waiting  for  my  trial  dnv. 

My  loving  wife  she  came  to  me  and  these  words  to  me  did  SHy : 

"Oh,  John,  my  dtsar,  cheer  up  your  heart,  and  daiinte<l  do  not  be. 

For  it's  better  to  die  for  Erin's  rights  than  to  live  in  slavery." 

When  I  received  my  sentence,  'twas  on  a  foreicrn  ground. 

Where  hundreds  of  my  comrades  assembled  all  around; 

My  liberty  was  offered  me  if  there  I  would  forsake  their  cause, 

But  I'd  rather  die  ten  thousand  deaths  than  forsake  my  Irish  boys. 

Farewell,  my  true-bom  Irishmen,  farewell,  my  country,  too: 

But  to  leave  my  poor  babes  belilnd.  It  grieves  me  worst-  than  all. 

There  is  one  request  I  ask  of  you,  when  your  liberty  you  ^ain. 

Remember  John  Mitchell  far  away,  though  a  convict  bound  in  chains. 

BEAUTIFUL   SHAMROCK   OF  OLD   IRELAND. 
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There's  a  sweet  little  spot  away  down  by  Cape  Clear, 
Sure  it's  Ireland  lierself,  to  all  Irishmen  dear; 
Wliere  the  white  praties  bloesom  like  llllgant  flowers. 
And  the  wild  birds  ciug  sweetly  above  the  round  towers;' 
And  the  dear  III  tie  shamrock,  that  none  can  withstand, 
Is  the  beautiful  emblem  of  old  Ireland. 

In  bis  hat  good  St.  Patrick  used  always  to  wear 
The  shamrock  whenever  he  went  to  the  fair: 
And  Nebuchadnezzar,  no  doubt,  liighly  prized 
A  bit  of  I  be  blossom  when  he  went  disguised; 
For  the  boson  of  beauty  itself  ndght  expand. 
When  bedecked  by  the  shamrock  of  old  Ireland. 
When  far,  far  awny,  a  sweet  blossom  I've  seen; 
I've  dreamt  of  shillelahs  and  shamrockrso  green, 
That  prow,  like  two  twins,  on  the  bogs  and  the  hillt, 
With  a  drop  in  my  e>e,  that  with  joy  my  heart  fills; 
And  I've  bussed  the  dear  sod  from  a  far  distant  strand, 
And  the  beaatiful  shamrock  of  old  Ireland. 

CUSHLAMACHREE. 
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Dear  Erin,  how  sweetly  thy  green  bosom  rises. 

An  emerald  set  in  the  ring  of  the  sea; 
Each  blade  of  thy  meadows  my  faithful  heart  prizet. 

Thou  qneen  of  the  West,  tlie  worlds  Cushlamachrec;' 
Thy  g^tes  open  wide  to  the  poor  and  tiie  stranger. 

There  smiles  hospiiality  hearty  and  free: 
Thy  friendship  is  seen  in  the  moment  of  danger. 

And  the  wanderer  is  welcomed  with  Cushlaroacbree. 
Thy  sons  they  are  brave,  but  the  battle  once  over, 

Brotherly  peace  wiih  tlieir  foes  they  agree; 
And  the  roseate  cheeks  of  tliy  daughters  discover 

The  sole-speaking  blush  thtU  says  Cnshlaniachree.  ■ 
Then  flourish  forever,  my  dear  native  Erin, 
While  sadTy  I  wander  an  exile  from  tliee; 
And  firm  as  thy  monntiiins,  no  injury  fearing, 
•  May  heaven  defend  its  own  Ciishlamachree. 

ERIN,    MAVOURNEEN, 
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When  the  pure  sense  of  honor  shall  cease  to  inspire  thee, 
•  ,^  And  kind  hospitality  leaves  thy  gay  shore; 

When  the  nations  tliat  know  thee  no  longer  ndinire  thee. 

Then,  Erin,  mavoumeen,  I'll  love  thee  no  more. 
When  the  trumpet  of  fame  shall  cease  to  proclaim  thee, 

Of  warriors  the  nurse,  iu  the  ages  of  yore: 
When  the  muse  and  the  record  of  genius  disclaim  thee, 

Then,  Erin,  mavoumeen,  I'll  love  thee  no  more. 
When  thy  brave  sons  no  longer  are  generous  and  witty. 

And  cease  to  be  loved  by  the  fidr  they  adore; 
When  thv  ilttugliters  no  longer  are  virtuous  and  pretty. 

Then,  Erin,  niavuurueen,  I'll  love  thee  no  more. 
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Slowly  and  sadly,  one  night  in  November, 

I  laid  dowu  my  weary  liead  to  repose  ■"-  .  ■    •/ 

On  a  i>illow  of  straw,  wblch  I  long  shall  remember;  '  .^     ' 

O'erpowered  by  sleep,  I  fell  iiitoadoze,  .*' 

Tired  from  working  hard,  down  in  a  felon's  yard;  •  •  ... 

Night  bronght  relief  to  my  well-tortured  frame. 
Locked  in  my  prison  cell,  surely  an  earthly  bell; 

I  fell  asleep  aud  begau  for  to  dream.  -   '^ 

Uethonght  that  I  sat  on  the  green  bills  of  Erin, 

Premeditating  her  victory  won;  '.  . .  :  . 

Surrotuided  by  comrades,  no  enemy  fearing. 

Stand  was  the  cry,  every  man  to  his  eunl 
Then  on  came  the  Samiieh  facing  our  Irishmen,  r. 

But  they  soon  rallied  back  from  our  Pike  volunteers,  I 

Who's  cry  it  was  shrill,  Imirah,  boysl  Father  Murphy  - 

And  his  brave  Shellamires. 
Then  methonght  that  I  seen  onr  brave,  noble  commanders 

All  mounted  on  ciiaru'ers  and  in  gorceoue  array,  * 

In  green,  trimmed  with  gold,  with  their  hriglit-shininc;  tnbres. 

On  which  danced  the  sunbeams  of  freedom  that  day; 
On,  was  the  battle-cry,  conquer  tills  day  or  die; 

Sous  of  Hi beruia,  fleht  for  liberty. 
Show  neither  fL-ar  or  dread,  vanquish  the  foe  ahead! 

Cat  down  their  horae,  foot  and  artillery. 
Then  on  the  cannon-balls  flew,  men  from  both  sides  drew. 

Oar  men  were  bound  by  oath  to  die  or  hold  tlieir  ground; 
So  from  our  vengeance  the  Samitgh  fled. 

Leaving  the  fields  covered  with  dead, 
'While  each  man  cried  out  gloriously:  '     '  v 

Come  from  your  pri8<m.  Bnrkel  Irishmen  have  done  their  work, 
God  he  was  with  OS,  old  £riu  is  free  I 
Then  methonghf,  ns  the  clouds  were  repeatedly  flowing, 

I  saw  a  lion  Ktrelched  on  tlie  crira»on-g»ld  places, 
Beneath  the  pale  moonlieams  in  death's  sleep  repoeing,    - 

The  comrades  I  knew  I  would  never  see  again; 
Then  over  I  he  mountain  pal  li  homewards  I  hactened  back; 

Where  with  lay  mother,  fainted,  gave  a  loud  scream, 
At  the  sliock  of  which  1  awoke,  just  at  daylireak, 

Aud  fooud  myself  a  prisoner,  and  all  bat  a  dream. 

THE    COW    THAT    ATE    THE    PIPER. 

In  the  year  '98,  when  onr  troubles  were  great. 

And  it  was  treason  to  be  a  MiU-siaii, 
That  black-whiskered  set  we  will  never  forget. 

Though  history  tells  us  they  were  Heselan. 
In  this  troublesome  time,  oht  'twas  a  great  crime,    -   . 

And  murder  never  was  riper, 
At  the  side  of  Olenshee,  not  au  acre  from  me, 

Tliere  lived  one  Denny  Byrne,  a  piper. 
Keither  wedding  or  wake  would  be  worth  a  shako  .   ,  ' 

Where  Denny  was  not  first  invited; 
At  squeezing  the  bags  and  emptying  the  kegs 

He  astonislied  as  well  as  delighted. 
In  these  times  poor  Denny  could  not  earn  one  penny,  •     ■ 

Martial  luw  hud  him  stung  like  a  viper; 
They  kept.  Iilrn  witliin  till  the  bones  and  the  skin 

Were  grinning  thro'  the  rags  of  the  piper. 
One  evening  ill  June,  as  be  was  going  home,    ■•-: 

After  tlie  fair  of  Rathnagan, 
-  Wnat  should  he  see  from  tTie  branch  of  a  tree, 

But  the  corpse  of  a  Hessian  there  hanging. 
Says  Denny,  "Those  rogues  have  hoots,  I've  brogues  " — 

On  the  hoots  then  he  laid  such  a  gritier; 
He  pulled  with  such  miglit,  and  the  boots  were  80  tight. 

That  legs  and  boots  came  awity  with  the  piper. 
Then  Denny  did  run,  for  fear  of  being  hung, 

Till  he  cume  to  Tim  Kennedy's  cabin; 
Says  Tim  from  within,  "  I  can't  let  you  in; 

You'll  be  sliot  if  you're  caught  there  n-rupplng." 
He  went  to  the  shed,  where  the  cow  was  in  t>ed,  « 

With  a  wisp  he  began  to  wipe  her; 
They  lay  down  toeeuier  on  a  seven-foot  feather;  .. 

And  the  cow  fell  a-iiugging  the  pijH-r. 
Then  Denny  did  yawn,  as  the  dav  it  did  dawn,  •' 

And  he  streei'd  off  the  boois  of  the  Hessian; 
The  legs— by  the  law.  he  left  on  the  straw. 

And  he  gave  them  leg-bail  for  his  mission. 
When  the  breakfast  was  dcme,  Tim  seni  out  his  eon. 

To  miike  Denny  jump  lip  like  a  lunipllghter; 
When  the  legs  iheie  he  saw,  he  roar'd  like  a  jackdaw, 

"  Oh,  daddy  I  the  cow's  ate  the  plperl" 
"Mnsha  had  luck  on  the  beast— she'd  a  musical  taste, 

For  to  eat  siioh  a  beautiful  chanter; 
Arrah!  Patrick  avic,  take  a  lump  of  a  stick. 

Drive  her  off  to  Gleuiieuly— we'll  cant  her." 
Mrs.  Kennedy  bawi'd,  and  the  neighbors  were  caird. 

They  beuan  for  to  hunihiig  and  gihe  her:  : 

To  the  chiirciiyard  Tim  walked,  with  the  legs  In  a  box. 

And  the  cow  will  be  bang  for  the  piper. 
The  cow  she  was  drove  a  mile  or  two  off, 

Ti>  the  fair  at  iheside  of  Glenlienly, 
And  tlieie  she  was  sold  for  four  goiueas  in  gold. 

To  clerk  of  the  parish,  Tim  Daly.  .   ■> 

They  went  to  a  tent,  tlie  lacU-penny  was  spent, 

The  clerk  being  a  jolly  old  swipcr. 
WIh)  d'ye  think  was  theie,  playing  the  "  Rakes  of  Eildare," 

But  poor  Denny  Byrne,  the  piper  I 
Then  Tim  gave  a  bolt,  like  a  half-drunken  colt,  •  . 

At  the  piper  he  gazed  like  a  gommack. 
He  said,  "By  the  powersl  I  thought  these  elL'ht  hours 

You  were  pioyiuir  in  driman  dhu's  stomach !  " 
Then  Denny  observed  how  the  Hessian  was  served. 

And  they.all  wished  Nick'8  cure  to  the  triper; 
For  grandeur  they  met,  their  whistles  they  wet. 

And  like  fairies  they  danced  'round  the  piper. 
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-I  am  a  boy  from  ould  Ireland,  what  an  elegant  place. 
Where  good  nature  and  mom  shines  on  every  face; 
And  the  pride  of  my  father,  aud  the  girl's  ovi  u  joy, 
And  the  oarlinge  they  call  me  the  Castlebar  boy. 

\  CaoRira. 

"    >  For  my  name  it  is  Pat,  I  am  proud  out  of  that,  ■■■  '\ 

My  country  I  will  never  deny;  "."  -   ■'.  ■;' 

I  will  fight  for  the  sod  where  my  forefathers  trod,  .  /  ■;■ 
Slug  hurrah  for  the  Castlebar  boy.  »    i  .      -' 

I  was  bom  one  evening  in  the  middle  of  June ; 
They  took  me  to  town  and  they  christened  me  soon; 
What  name  shall  we  call  him  t  Bays  Father  Molloy; 
Monnadowl,  call  him  Paddy,  the  Castlebar  boy.— C'Ao;"u#.  ' '■.^■ 

When  I  landed  in  England  It  was  a  beautiful  morning;  ■      •• 

They  gave  me  a  job  at  reaping  the  corn;  ^    '     ~ 

At  reaping  and  mowing  to  beat  me  they  tried. 
Bat  the  omadhaune  they  could  not  touch  the  Castlebar  Boy.— Chorus. 

'       You  Englishmen,  poor  Paddy  don't  scorn,  ,   ^        .        - 

For  Paddy  was  not  always  a  big  omadliaun: 
For  his  heart  is  in  the  right  place,  for  friend  he  would  die; 
I  think  I  have  pleased  you,  the  bi-et  I  did  trv. 
Grant  your  applause  to  the  Castlebar  boy.— CAofu«. 

PAT   ROACH   AT   THE    PLAT. 
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As  Pat  Roach  and  the  missus,  from  Galway, 

In  Dublin  once  happened  to  be. 
To  the  playhouse  tliey  went  one  fine  evening. 

Determined  diversion  to  vee.  j.. 

But,  says  Pat  as  he  entered,  "  There's  no  one  ** 
/To  pay  money  to  here,  at  all." 

:  "Pay  here  I"  cried  a  voice.    "Holy  murtherl'' 

Says  Pat,  "  there's  a  man  in  the  wall."  '.  ■ 

.    *      "Pay  here!  "  cried  a  voice.    'IHoly  murtherl" 

Says  Pat,  "there's  a  man  in  the  wall."  ,  :^v. 

The  missus  she  looks  all  around  her,  •  * 

In  wonder  her  eyes  they  did  roll,  -.^ 

But  says  she,  "Paddy,  darlinsr.  alauna,  .', 

He  is  here  like  a  rat  in  a  liole" 
"Pay  here."    "How  much  is  it?"  "A  shilling." 

"  A  shilling  apiece,  tliiit  w<m't  do; 
'TIS  too  much,  Mr.  Pay  here,  avonmeen —  '    -'^ 

Eighteen  pince  I  will  give  you  for  two; 
.  .    'TIS  too  much,  Mr.  Pay  here,  avourneen —  '       .'  .■ 

Eighteen  pince  I  will  give  you  for  two."    •;        ..       ' 

Put  grumbled,  but  paid  and  got  seated,  .    "^ 

The  band  was  beginning  to  play,  "^ 

He  jigged  on  his  seat  quite  eluied, 

Aud  to  the  miisicianti  did  Buy: 
"'Tis  yerselves  iliat  can  do  it,  me  bouchals, 

And  I  wisii  to  yez  wid  all  me  iniml." 
To  the  fiddlers,  "  More  power  to  your  elhows; 

Mister  Bugler,  ht-aven  spare  ye  yer  wind." 
To  the  flddli-rs,  "More  power  to  yoiir  elbows;      > 

Mister  Bugler,  heaven  spare  ye  yrr  wind." 

The  plaf  then  went  on  and  Pat  wondered. 

And  SHt  with  his  month  open  ui'ic. 
As  the  proud,  haughty  Lord  of  the  Manor,  ' 

Sought  to  make  the  fair  maiden  hix  bridn. 
"To  the  mountains,"  says  he,  "I  will  bear  thee."         .   • 

She  shrieked  as  she  saw  him  approiich. 
*'  Is  there  no  one  at  liand  now  to  suve  nn-?" 

Shouts  a  voice;  "Yes,  me  darlin',  Pai  Roach." 

Then  up  on  the  seat  jumped  brave  Paddy. 

Says  he:  "Now,  you  bliickgnaid,  lie  gone. 
Or  a  lord  though  you  >>e  tin  tiuies  over, 

I'll  knock  your  two  eyes  into  one." 
"Sit  down  tliere  in  frontl  "  "  Wimt,  yon  spalpeen; 

Is  it  me  you  thus  dare  to  addressf 
Do  you  think  that  Pat  Ronch  wouhl  sit  aisy  — " 

And  see  that  poor  girl  in  dietressf" 
A  scuffle  ensued  in  a  minute, 

But  soon  sure  the  row  did  subside,  •       ' 

And  as  Pat  gasped  for  breath  he  discovered, ,  » 

Of  the  door  he  was  on  tlie  wrong  side; 
He  soon  found  the  missus,  next  utoriiiiig    >^        '  -    -     ' - 

They  started  for  home,  and  Put  swore  .   ,' 

If  he  once  safely  lan<led  in  Gaiwuy,  .     . 

He'd  cume  up  to  Dublin  uo  more.  • 

MARY   OP   TIPPERARY. 

rVom  sweet  Tipperary  see  liglit-hpnrted  Miiry,         .    !    ' 

Her  step,  like  a  fairy,  scarce  ruffles  the  dew  •     •.'   • 

As  she  joyously  springs  and  as  joyously  sings,       .     1  , 

Disdaining  such  tliiiiiis  as  a  htoclcing  or  shoe;         '  ■•."*■ 
For  she  goes  bare-footed,  like  Venus  or  Cupid, 

And  who'd  be  so  stupid  to  put  her  in  silk. 
■-;   When  her  sweet  foot  and  ankle  the  dewdiops  brspangle. 
As  she  tripe  o'er  the  lawn  at  the  bjush  of  tlie  dawn. 

As  she  tripe  o'er  the  lawn  with  her  full  pail  of  milk. 

1     For  the  dance,  when  arrayed,  see  this  bright  mountain  maid; 
If  lier  hair  she  would  l>rald  with  young  beaniv's  fond  lure. 
O'er  some  clear  fonntidn  stooping,  her  durk  iresses  looping, 

Diana  herself  ne'er  had  mirror  more  purel 
How  lovely  that  toilet— would  fashion  <  .ire  soil  it 
With  paint  or  with  patches  when  natup-  Imsiows 
■  -A  beauty  more  simple,  in  mirtii's  artleiis  dimples? 
.  y  Heaven's  light  in  her  eye— the  soft  bine  <>f  the  sky — 
Heaven's  light  In  her  eye  and  a  hliiph  like  a  rose. 
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A   SWEET  IRISH    GIBL   IS   THE    DAKLING. 
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If  tliey  talk  about  ladies  I'll  tell  them  the  plan 
Of  myDelf— to  be  eure  I'm  a  iiate  Irisliinan. 
There  is  neither  Sultana  uor  foreign  nia'mselle 
That  has  charms  to  plea«e  me,  or  can  coax  me  so  well, 
^  As  the  sweet  Irish  Kirli  BO  charming  to  see;  . 

Och,  a  tight  Irish  girl  is  the  darling  for  me,  .    . 

And  sings  flililoo,  fire  away,  frisky  she'll  be;  "^ 

Och,  a  sweet  Iiisii  girl  is  the  darling  for  me.  '  >      ' 

For  site's  pretty^  she's  witty,  shtt's  hoaxing  and  coaxing, 

Site's  smiling,  beguiling  to  see,  to  see; 
She  rattles,  she  prattles,  she  dunces  and  prances, 

Och,  a  sweet  Irish  girl  is  the  darling  for  me. 

Now,  some  girls  they  Are  little  and  some  they  are  tall, 

Och,  others  are  big,  sure,  and  others  are  small,  '-  • 

.  And  some  that  are  teasing  are  bandy,  I  tell; 
Still  none  can  please  me,  or  can  coax  me  so  well 
At  the  dear  Irish  girl,  so  cliarniing  to  see;  .     . 

Och,  a  sweet  Irish  girl  in  the  darling  for  me.  ■ 

.Eor  Bhe'B  pretty,  she's  witty,  etc. 

THE    IVY   GREEN. 
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Oil,  a  [luinty  plant  is  the  ivy  green  that  creepeth  o'er  the  rains  old: 

Of  rii;  It  choice  food  are  his  niealt*,  I  ween,  in  his  cell  so  lonely  and  cold. 

The  x^^ll  must  be  crumbled,  the  stone  decayed,  to  please  bis  dainty  wliim. 

And  tjie  mouldering  duet  that  yciirs  have  made  Is  a  merry  meal  for  hiiu, 

Creep^ig  where  no  life  is  seen,  a  rare  old  plant  is  the  Ivy  green. 

Fast  1^  ptealeth  on,  though  he  wears  no  wings,  and  a  stanch  old  head  hath  he; 

How  qlosely  he  twineth,  how  tightly  he  clings  to  his  friend,  the  huge  oak  treel 

Anil  8  ^ly  he  traileth  along  the  ground  and  his  leaves  he  gently  waves, 

As  hejjoyousiy  hugs  and  crawleth  'round  the  rich  mold  of  dead  men's  graves— 

Creepiiig  where  griia  death  had  been,  a  rare  old  plant  is  the  ivy  green. 

Whol^  ages  liave  fled  and  works  decayed,  and  nations  have  scattered  been. 
But  ihja  stout  old  ivy  slinil  hever  ffide  from  its  hale  and  hearty  greeu. 
The  b^ave  old  plant  in  its  lonely  days  shull  fatten  on  the  uast; 
For  tlie  stateliest  buiidiiig^  man  cai^  raise  is  the  ivy's  food  at  last — 

tvhere  grim  death  hath  been,  a  rare  old  plant  is  the  ivy  green. 
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PADDY    IS    THE    BOY. 
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It's  some  years  ago^.I  very  well  know. 

Since  I  flitit  saw  daylight  wiib  my  two  blessed  eyes; 

I  was  born,  so  they  say,  when  my  dad  was  away, 

Ou  St.  Patrick's  day  in  I  he  morning, 
now  they  nursed  me  with  ioy,  said,  what  a  fine  boyi 
Pat  a  slick  ill  my  fist,  by  the  "ay  of  a  toy; 
Faith,  there's  no  niistaUe,  they  admired  my  make,  .    :' 

And  said  some  day  I'd  give  tlie  girls  a  warning. 

CUORL'S. 

For  Paildy  is  tlie  hoy  tlint's  fond  of  a  glass, 
Pudily  is  the  hoy  that's  fond  of  a  lass; 
Dear  old  Dublin  is  the  place  for  me, 
And  Doiinybrook  is  the  place  to  go  for  a  spree. 

At  a  wake  or  a  fair,  poor  Paddy  is  there. 

He  will  fight  foe  or  fiiend,  if  they  do  him  offend: 

Let  tiie  piper  strike  np,  he  will  rise  from  his  cnpf 

,  Witli  a  smile  on  Ills  fiice  H'lorning.  ■^,-  . 

'VViiii  his  little  colUeu  lie'll  daiice  on  the  green. 

Sure,  an  Irixhinnn  there  in  Ms  glory  was  seen; 

Play  a  reel  or  jig,  he  dout  care  a  fig. 

But  he'll  dance  till  daylight  in  the  morning.— CAorf<«. 
Now,  lioys,  do  you  mind,  you  never  will  find 
Such  a  dear  little  place  as  the  eineralil  isle; 
Long,  long  may  it  stand,  and  good  luck  to  the  land 

That  dear  old  St.  Patrick  was  horn  in. 
May  the  girls,  young  and  old,  may  the  boys,  brave  and  bold. 
Unite,  heart  and  hand,  to  protect  the  dear  isle; 
And,  morn,  noon  and  nigiit,  may  joy  and  delight 

Shine  on  them,  like  a  flue  summer's  morning.— CAor»«. 

THE    BIRTH    OF    ST.   PATRICK. 
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On  the  eichth  day  of  March  it  was,  some  people  say. 
That  St.  Patrick  at  midnight  he  first  saw  the  day; 
AVhile  others  declare 'tWHS  the  ninth  lie  was  born,        •." 
And  'twas  all  a  mistake  between  midnight  and  mom; 
For  mistakes  will  occur  in  a  hurry  and  shock, 
And  some  blamed  the  baby  and  some  blamed  the  clock. 
Till  uith  all  their  cross-qnesiions,  sure,  no  one  could  know 
If  the  child  was  too  fast  or  the  clock  was  too  slow. 

Now  the  first  faction  flght  in  ould  Ireland,  they  say. 

Was  all  on  account  of  St.  Patrick's  birthday; 

Some  fought  for  the  eighth,  for  the  ninth  more  wonld  die,   -  . 

And  who  wouldn't  see  right,  sure,  they  blackened  his  oye. 

At  last  both  the  factions  so  positive  grew 

That  each  kept  a  birthday,  so  Pat  then  had  two; 

Till  Father  MuIcAliy,  who  showed  them  their  sins. 

Said  no  one  could  have  two  birthdays,  but  a  pair  of  twins. 

Says  he,  "  Boys,  don't  be  fighting  for  eight  or  for  nine. 

Don't  l>e  always  dividing,  but  sometime  combine; 

Combine  eight  with  nine,  and  seventeen  is  the  mark, 

So  let  that  be  his  birthday  "—Amen,  savs  the  clerk. 

If  he  wasn't  a  twin,  sure,  onr  history  will  show 

That  nt  last  he  is  worth  two  saints  that  we  know. 

Then  they  all  got  blind  dmnk,  which  completed  their  blisaV 

And  we  kept  np  the  practice  from  that  day  to  this. 


OH.    BLAME    NOT   THE    BARD. 
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Oh,  lilanie  not  the  bard,  if  he  fly  to  the  bowers. 

Where  pleasure  lies  carelessly  smiling  at  fame; 
He  WHS  l)orn  for  mucli  more,  and,  in  happier  hours,    . 

His  soul  might  liave  burn'd  with  a  holier  flame. 
The  string  that  now  languishes  loose  o'er  the  lyre 

Might  have  bent  a  proud  bow  to  the  warrior's  dart. 
And  the  lip  which  now  breathes  but  the  song  of  desire        ^ 

Might  have  poured  the  full  tide  of  the  putrioi's  heart. 
*     But,  alas,  for  his  country!  her  pride  is  gone  br. 

And  that  spirit  is  brokeu  w  hich  never  woald  bend; 
O'er  the  ruin  her  cliildren  in  secret  must  sigh. 

For  'tis  treason  to  love  her,  and  death  to  defend. 
Unprized  are  her  sons  till  they've  learned  to  betray, 

Undistinguished  they  live,  if  they  shame  not  their  siree; 
'     And  the  torch  that  would  light  them  through  dignity's  way 

Must  be  caught  from  the  pile  where  their  country  expires. 
Then  blame  not  the  bard  if,  in  pleasure's  soft  dream. 

He  should  try  to  forget  what  he  never  can  heal; 
Oh,  give  hut  a  ho|>e— let  a  visia  but  gleam 

Through  the  gloom  of  his  country,  and  mark  how  he'll  feel 
.    That  instant  liis  heart  at  her  shrine  would  lay  down 

Ev'ry  passion  il  nursed,  ev'ry  liliss  it  adored. 
While  the  myrtle,  now  idly  en>  wined  witli  his  crown. 

Like  the  wreath  of  Uarmodius,  should  cover  his  sword.  ' 

.    But,  though  glory  be  gone,  and  though  hope  fiide  away, 

Thy  name,  loved  £riu,  shall  live  in  his  songs; 
Not  even  in  the  hour  when  his  heart  is  most  gay 

Will  be  lose  the  remembrance  of  thee  and  thy  wrongs. 
The  sirangar  siiail  iiear  tliy  lament  on  his  plwns. 

The  sigh  of  iliy  heart  shall  lie  sent  o'er  the  deep. 
Till  thy  masters  themselves,  as  they  rivet  thy  chains, 

Shall  pause  at  the  song  of  their  captive  and  weep. 

PAT    OP   MULLIN6AR. 
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Tliey  may  talk  of  Flying  Childers  and  the  speed  of  Harkaway, 

Till  the  fancy  it  bewilders,  as  you  list  to  what  they  say; 

But  for  real  bone  and  beauty,  though,  to  travel  near  and  far, 

The  fastest  mure  you'll  find  belongs  to  Pat  of  Mnlliugar. 

Chorus. 
She  can  trot  along,  jog  along,  drag  a  jannting-car: 
No  day's  too  long,  wheu  set  along  witli  Pat  of  Miilllugar. 

She  was  bred  in  Connemara  and  brongbt  up  at  Castlemaine; 
She  won  cups  at  the  Curragh,  tlie  finest  baste  on  all  the  plain. 
All  couniries  and  conveyaiices  she  has  been  buckled  to. 
She  lost  uu  eye  at  Limerick  and  au  ear  at  Waterloo.— (7 Aorta. 
If  a  friend  you  wish  to  find.  Sir,  I'll  go  wherever  you  want,     >     . 
I'll  drive  you  out  of  your  mind,  sir,  or  a  little  way  lieyunt; 
Litie  an  arrow  tliroiigli  the  air,  if  ynn  siep  into  the  car. 
You'll  ride  behind  tne  little  mure  of  Pat  of  Mullingar.— CAoriM. 

To  Dollymouiit  or  Kingston,  if  the  place  yon  wish  to  see, 

I'll  drive  you  to  the  straw  berry  b^-ds,  it's  all  tlie  same  to  me. 

To  Donnylirook,  n  hose  ancient  fair  Is  famed  for  love  or  war. 

Or  if  you  have  the  liuie  to  spare,  we'll  go  to  Malliugar.— CAortM. 

When  on  the  road  we're  going,  the  otiier  carmen  try 

(Wiiliout  the  darling  l<nov^  in)  )  to  puss  her  on  the  sly;  •' 

Ili-r  one  eur  |M)inis  uu  to  the  suy,  sue  tucks  her  liaunches  in. 

Then  shows  tue  lads  now  she  can  fly,  as  I  sit  siiil  and  gnu.— C'A&rut. 

Then  should  yez  want  a  car,  sirs,  I  hope  you'll  not  forget  j 

Poor  Pat  of  Mullingar,  sirs,  and  liis  dnrlin'  little  \>et;  <    - 

She's  uentle  as  the  dove,  sirs,  her  speed  you  can't  denv, 

Aud  there's  no  blind  side  about  her,  though  she  hasn't  got  an  eyt.—  Chorii/. 

FATHER    OTLYNN.  | 
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Of  priests  we  can  offer  a  cbarmin'  variety. 
Far  renowned  for  lumin'  and  piety;  '      , 

Still  I'd  advance  ye,  widout  impropriety,  J 

Father  O'Flynn  as  the  flower  of  them  all. 
Chobus. 

Here's  a  henlth  to  you.  Father  O'Flynn, 

SlaiiiK!  and  slainte  and  sluinte  agin: 

Powoifulrst  preacher  and  tenderesi  teacher, 

Aud  kindliest  creature  in  ould  Doii<  gal. 

Don't  talk  cf  your  Provost  and  Fellows  of  Trinity,        ^ 

Famous  forever  nt  Greek  and  Lai Inity,        « 

Fuix  and  the  devils  and  all  at  divinity- 
Father  O'Flynn'd  make  hares  of  them  all. 

Come,  I  venture  to  give  ye  my  word. 

Never  the  likes  of  his  logic  was  heard; 

Down  from  mythology  into  thayology. 
Troth,  and  concbology  if  he'd  the  call.— CAotm*. 

Och,  Father  O'Flynn,  you've  a  wonderful  way  wid  you, 

AH  ould  sinners  are  wishful  to  pray  wid  you; 

All  the  young  cbilder  arc  wild  for  to  play  wid  yoi:;      *'' 

You've  such  a  way  wM  von.  Father,  avick. 
Still  for  all  you've  BO  gentle  a  soul. 
Gad,  you've  your  flock  in  the  grandest  control; 
Checking  the  crnzy  ones,  coaxin'  the  aisy  ones. 

Lifting  the  lazy  ones  on  with  the  stick.— C'AortM. 

And  tho' quite  avoidin' all  foolish  frivolity 

Still  at  all  seasons  of  innocent  jollity; 

Where  was  the  play-boy  could  claim  an  equality         _ 

At  coniiciiliiy.  Father,  wid  youf 
Once  Hie  bishop  looked  grave  at  your  jest,  .., 

'  Till  this  remark  set  him  off  u id  the  rest: 

"Is  it  lave  gaiety  all  to  the  laity?  '     :   ■>    .• 

Cannot  the  clergy  be  Irishmen,  too?"- CAonw.'-  X ••■ 
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ERIN'S    LOVELY    HOME. 
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When  I  was  young  and  in  my  prime,  ray  age  just  twenty-one, 

I  iicteii  Hg  a  servitnt  unto  n  gentleman; 

I  I'erveil  liiin  true  and  lion»-»t,  and  very  well  it's  known,     - .       •  . .  , 

But  ill  cruelty  he  banished  me  from  Erin "8  lovely  home.   . 

For  what  he  did  banish  me  Iniean  to  let  you  hear;  '       . 

I  own  I  loved  his  daughter,  and  she  loved  me  as  dear. 

She  had  a  liirtie  fortune,  and  riches  1  had  none,  _ 

And  that's  the  reason  I  must  go  from  Erin's  lovely  home.  ;.'  ' 

'Twas  ill  her  father's  paiden,  all  in  the  month  of  June, 

We  « ere  viewine  of  those  flirtveis  all  in  their  youthful  bloom;     j 

Sue  said.  "My  aearest  William,  if  with  me  you  will  roam. 

We'll  bid  adieu  to  all  our  friends  ill  Erin's  lovely  home."        .   ' 

1  krave  consfiit  that  very  ni<;fr(  along  with  her  to  roam 

From  her  father's  dwelling— it  jimved  my  overthrow;  '    <"•    ^  ,* 

Tne  night  was  bright;  by  the  nioonliglit  we  both  set  off  alone, 

'I'liinking  to  get  safe  away  from  Erin's  lovely  home. 

When  we  came  to  Belfast,  by  tlie  break  of  day,  ■!    •    . 

My  love  she  then  got  ready  our  pasj'age  for  to  pay;         '        ' 

Five  ihousand  pouiids',ehe  counted  down,  sayiug,  "This  shall  Iwyonrown, 

But  do  not  mourn  for  those  we've  left  in  Erin's  lovely  home." 

'Tis  of  our  sad  misfortune  I  mean  to  let  you  hear: 

'Twiis  ill  a  few  hours  after,  her  father  did  appear;  ^ 

He  marched  me  back  to  Homer  jail  in  tlie  county  of  Tyrone, 

And  there  I  was  transjiorted  from  Erin's  lovely  liome. 

When  I  heard  my  sentence,  it  grieved  my  heart  full  sore, 

Bill  parting  from  my  true  love  it  grieved  me  ten  times  more.         /  . 

I  had  seven  links  upon  my  chain,  for  every  link  a  year, 

Before  1  can  return  again  to  the  arms  of  my  dear. 

While  I  lay  under  sentence,  before  I  sailed  away, 

Mv  love  slie  came  into  the  jail,  and  thus  to  me  did  say:! 

"  Cheer  up  your  heart,  don't  be  dismayed,  for  I'll  not  yoa  disown, 

Uuiil  you  do  return  again  to  Erin's  lovely  home." 

DANDY    PAT. 
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Ohl  I'm  the  boy  called  Dandy  Pat.  Dandy  Pat; 

I  was  born  in  the  town  of  Bulliiiafat,  ,  .  .  - 

I'm  Pat  the  Dundy  O I 
I  courted  one  Mi«s  Kate  Molioy,  Kate  Molloy; 
She  Bed  1  was  the  liriKh  av  a  boyi 
•  .  Tin  Dandy  Put,  heighot 

I'm  Dandy  Pat,  ochone!  heighol  '  \ 

':,■:''■.-  From  Magherafelt  to  Ballinafat 

There's  none  comes  up  to  D.-indy  PatI 

My  leg  and  foot  is  nate  and  trim,  naie  and  trim;  ■'-,'■,. 

-„  ■    ',  'J'he  girls  all  cry:  "Just  look  at  him  1 

Hes  Pat  the  Dandy  01" 
My  stick  is  ined  av  good  blackthorn,  - 

'   •  Im  the  funniest  divil  iver  was  bofn —  - 

'■'    ■:  ■       I'm  Dandy  Pat,  heiglio,  -   '  .       ., 

-  Pm  Dandy  Pat,  heighol  etc.  .-     ,■  -. 

My  coat  is  med  av  Irish  frieze,  Irish  frieze; 

•  '■•',.  Tlie  divil  a  one  Can  take  the  prize 

From  Dandy  Pat,  tielgho! 
My  hat  is  med  av  Irisli  felt,  Irish  felt —     ■■  '  V  ' 

The  liearis  of  all  the  girls  I  melt—  '    _     • 

,     '     •  I'm  Pat  the  Dandy  01  " 

I'm  Dandy  Pat,  heigho!  etc. 

I  tuk  a  walk  to  the  Cinthral  Park,  Cinlhral  Park; 
.'■■'.■•  A  nice  young  ladv  med  the  remark:  .    • 

"That's  Put  the  Dandy  O!"  '   . 

She  axed  me  home  to  take  some  tay,  some  tay—         > 
She  sed  she'd  never  t'O  away 
;.    '.  From  Dandy  Pat,  heigliol  :      •    , 

From  Pat  the  Dandy  01  etc. 

THE    TAIL    or    ME    COAT. 

I  learned  me  reading  an' wriiiiig 
At  Ballyragget,  where  Iwint  to  fccliool; 
.    •'  'Twas  there  I  first  took  to  flu'liting, 

,.  With  the  schoolmaster,  MistherO'TooIe; 

He  and  I  had  many  a  scrimmage, 
The  never  a  cojiy  I  wrote, 
.-^__      '_  But  not  a  gossoon  in  the  viilnge         "   -;■  • 

•  "^    •     "  Dare  tread  on  the  tail  Iv  me  coat.  ,       . 

•  '    "         '  I  an  illegant  hand  was  at  courting,  '  .       •    - 
v,                                 For  lessons  I  look  in  the  art, 

:;    .  ,  Till  cupid,  that  biaggard,  while  sporting,  ;       ■. 

)■  A  lug  arrow  siut  smack  through  me  heart.  •    i 

Miss  O'Connor,  I  live  straight  foMilnst  her,  !. 

.'.,    ,  And  tindher  lines  to  her  1  wrote —  ■     |-- 

-^  -      Who  dare  gay  a  black  word  against  her,  -i- 

,   '  Why  I'd  tread  on  the  tail  iv  their  coat.  -X 

A  botr-trotter,  wan  Micky  Miilvany,  .        W     . 

He  tried  for  to  coiix  her  away;  '■      '   .■   - 

■v:      '  He  had  money  and  I  hadn't  any,  ?.    . 

-  S  I  a  challenge  I  sint  him  wan  day. 

Ki'Xi  morning  we  met  at  Kilhealy, 
The  Shannon  we  crossed  in  a  boat,         '.; 

•  There  I  lathered  him  wiih  me  shillelah. 
For  he  trod  on  the  tail  iv  me  coat.  .'.•■. 

'  ■  ''\-  Me  fanie  spread  through  the  nation, 

.:•■'.■.  Kolki*  flock  for  to  gaze  upon  me,  ■'"■■,■ 

All  cry  out  without  hesitiitiiin.  .•■;      :■■ 

',    '  "Och,  yer  a  fightin' man,  Micky  Mageel"    '        .    . 

I  fought  with  the  Finnlgan  faction,  -•  %  ''•;  '^ 

.•.'•■..;.,■.'■>■  We  bate  all  the  Murpbys  afloat,  •.-••...'■.■:;    ■'•■:.;■.;;:•■■ 

■■'■•■  If  inclined  for  a  row  or  a  ruction, 

Why,  I'd  tread  on  the  tail  iv  me  coat. 


THE    WHISTLING    THIEF. 
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When  Pat  came  o'er  the  hills  his  colleen  fair  to  see. 

His  whistle,  loud  and  ehrill,  his  signal  was  to  be. 

"  Oh  1  Mary,"  the  mother  cried,  "  there's  some  one  whistling  wire  " 

*'Obl  mother,  you  know  it'a  the  wind  that's  wblHling  thro'  the  door." 

"  I've  lived  a  long  time,  Mary,  In  this  wide  world,  my  dear, 
.    But  the  wind  to  whistle  like  that,  I  never  yet  did  hear." 

"  Bat,  mother,  you  know  the  fiddle  hangs  just  behind  the  chink,  ~^' 
And  the  wind  upon  tlie  string  is  playing  a  tune,  I  think." 

"The  dog  is  barking  now,  and  the  fiddle  can't  play  that  tune."  ' 

"But,  mother,  you  know  that  dogs  will  bark  when  they  see  the  moon." 
.     "  Now  how  can  be  see  the  moon,  w  hen  you  know  he's  old  and  blindr 
V     Blind  dogs  can't  see  the  moon,  nor  fiddles  be  played  by  the  wind." 
"  And  there  is  the  pig,  onalsy  In  his  mind." 
"  But,  mother,  you  know  thev  say  that  pigs  can  see  the  wind."    . 
"That's  all  very  well  in  the  day,  but  then,  I  may  remark,  i 

That  pigs,  DO  more  than  we,  can  aee  anything  in  the  dark.  > 

"Now,  I'm  not  such  a  fool  as  yon  think;  I  know  very  well  it  is  PaL 
Be  off,  you  whistling  tliief  I  and  get  alont;  liome  out  of  thai) 
And  yon  be  off  to  your  bed,  and  don't  bother  with  your  tears. 
For  though  I've  lost  my  eyes,  1  have  not  lost  my  ears." 

Now,  boys,  too  near  the  house  don't  courting  go,  d'ye  mind. 
Unless  you're  certain  sure  the  old  woman's  both  deaf  and  blind; 
The  days  when  they  were  young,  forget  they  never  can— 
They're  sure  to  tell  the  difference  'twizt  a  fiddle,  a  dog,  or  a  man. 

SHAN    VAN    V06H. 
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Oh  I  the  French  are  on  the  sea,  says  the  Shan  Van  "Vogh ; 
The  French  are  on  the  sea,  says  the  Shan  Van  V<>gh; 
Ohl  the  French  are  in  the  bay,  they'll  be  here  without  delay. 
And  the  orange  will  decay,  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 

Olit  the  French  are  In  the  bay,  they'll  be  here  by  break  of  day. 

And  the  orange  will  decay,  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 
And  where  will  they  have  their  camp?  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh;  _, 

Where  will  they  have  their  campf  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 
On  llie  Curragb  of  Kildare,  the  Ix^ys  they  will  be  there. 
With  their  pikes  in  good  repair,  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 

To  tlie  Curragh  of  Kildare,  the  boys  ihey  will  repair. 

And  Lord  Edward  will  be  there,  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 

Then  what  will  the  yeomen  dof  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh; 
What  will  the  yeomen  doT  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 
What  should  the  yeomen  do  but  throw  off  the  red  and  blue. 
And  swear  that  they'll  be  true  to  the  Shau  Van  Vogh.  ^  .. . 

What  should  the  yeomen  do,  etc. 

And  what  color  will  they  wear?  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh; 
What  color  will  they  wear?  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 
What  color  should  be  seen  where  onr  fatheis'  homes  have  been 
But  our  own  immortal  green,  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh. 

What  color  should  be  seen,  etc. 
.      And  will  Ireland  then  be  free?  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh;       *-;".•  ' , 
Will  Ireland  then  be  free?  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh.  '■•',■  •,. 

Yes,  Ireland  shall  be  free,  from  the  centre  to  the  sea;       .    "•■,:;■ 
Then  liurrah  for  liberty!  says  the  Shan  Van  Vogh.  "      .  ;■ 

Yes,  Ireland  shall  be  free,  etc.  - '   *    •    .  ^ 

DEATH    OP   SARSriELD.  • 

Sarefield  has  sailed  from  Limerick  town;    ■ 

He  held  it  long  for  country  and  crown;  -  '.: 

' «          And  ere  lie  yielded,  the  Saxon  swore  \,  /  ^r; 

To  spoil  onr  homes  and  our  shrines  no  more.  .Vi.  j. 

Sarsfield  and  all  his  chivalry  .    "    . 

Are  fighting  for  France  in  the  low  countries—  '    -     . 

At  his  fiery  charge  the  Saxon  reel,  ■;.-s 

They  learned  at  Limerick  to  dread  the  steel.  . .  -f 

Barsfield  Is  dying  on  Landen's  plain;  .    -'.'.-^^ 

His  corslet  hath  met  the  ball  in  vain—  j  .    -    ' 

I',            As  his  life-blood  gashes  into  his  hand,  .  ;  -  lu, 

\   .          He  says,  "Ohl  that  this  was  for  fatherland!"  ,       / 

'              Sarsfield  is  dead,  yet  no  tears  shed  we—  .^  ■* 

For  lie  died  In  the  arms  of  victory;  s     -'■■'': 

And  his  dying  words  shall  edge  the  brand,  .■;     '  • ' 
When  we  chase  the  foe  from  our  native  land! 

THE    RISING    OF   THE    MOON. 

"Oh!  then,  tell  me,  Shane  O'Farrell,  tell  me  where  you  hnrry  so?" 
"  Hush,  ma  bouchall  hush  and  listen,"  and  his  cheeks  were  all  aglow, 
"  I  bear  orders  from  the  Captain;  get  you  ready  quick  and  soon. 
For  tlie  pikes  must  be  together  by  the  rising  or  the  moon." 

Chords.  * 

By  the  rising  of  the  moon,  by  the  rising  of  the  moon, 
For  the  pikes  must  be  together  by  the  rising  of  the  moon; 
I  bear  orders  from  the  Captain:  get  yon  ready  quick  and  soon,  * 

For  the  pikes  must  be  together  by  the  rising  of  the  moon. 
"  Oh!  then,  tell  me,  Shane  O'Farrel,  where  the  gatherin'  is  to  be?" 
"  In  the  ould  spot,  by  the  river,  ritrht  well-known  to  you  and  me. 
One  word  more:  for  signal  token,  whistle  up  the  marchin'  tune, 
'With  your  pike  upon  your  shoulder,  by  the  rising  of  the  moon."— CAoru*. 
Out  from  many  a  mud-wall  cabin  eyes  were  watching  thro'  the  night, 
Msiny  a  manly  heart  was  throbbing  for  that  blessed  warning  light; 
Miirinurs  passed  along  the  valley,  like  the  banshees  lonely  croon. 
And  a  thousand  pikes  were  flashing  by  the  rising  of  the  m<tou.—Ckoru$. 

Down  along  yon  singing  river,  that  dark  mass  of  men  was  seen. 
High  above  their  shining  weapons  floats  their  own  beloved  green.  _^ 

Death  to  every  foe  and  traitor!  forward!  strike  the  marchin'  tune! 
And  hurrah,  my  boy&.J»r'ffeedom I  'tis  the  rising  of  the  moon — Chonu. 
■    Well  they  foughKfor  poor  ould  Ireland,  and  full  bitter  was  their  fate; 
-..._    Oh!  what  gloriaus  pride  and  sorrow  flll  the  name  of  'iiineiy-eiirht! 

But  yet,  thank/God,  there's  beating  hearts  in  manhood's  bumiiiit  noon. 
Who  will  follow  in  their  footsteiishy  the  rising  uf  the  moon.—  Choru*. 
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PAT    AND    THE    PRIEST. 

Put  ffllilck  on  a  lime,  luid  he  sent  for  the  prlcBt, 
Tlmt,  dyJDK,  lie  might  have  his  bleseini;,  at  least; 
And  to  come  with  all  speed  did  humbly  imulore  bim, 
To  tit  him  out  ritcht  for  the  journey  before  uim. 
Sing  tu  ral,  li  ta  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day. 

The  good  fatlier  the  siimrhons  did  quickly  obey, 

And  found  Paddy,  alasl  in  a  terrible  way; 

FIximI  and  wild  were  his  look»,  and  his  nose  cold  and  blue, 

And  Ins  countenance  wore  a  cold  church-yard-like  hue. 

Sing  lu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day. 
The  good  father  bid  Pat  confess  all  his  Crimea,  • 

'I'o-thiiik  of  his  sins  and  forsake  them  betimes; 
Or  his  fate  else  would  be,  like  other  vile  souls. 
To  be  flayed  and  be  sailed,  tlien  roasted  on  coals. 

Sing  lu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  II  day. 

"Oh,  think,  my  dear  Pat,  on  that  beautiful  place. 
Where  you'll  visit  St.  Patrick  and  see  his  sweet  face; 
'  I'is  a  country,  my  jewel,  so  charming  and  swate, 
VVhere  you'll  never  want  praties  nor  brogues  to  your  fate." 
Sing  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral.  It  tu  ral  li  day. 

"Well,  well,  thoii,"  says  Pat,  with  inquisitive  face, 
"That  country  must  sure  be  a  beautiful  place; 
8t  Patrick,  no  doubt,  will  give  us  good  cheer. 
But  d'ye  think  he  lias  got  any  ould  whiskey  there? " 

Sing  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day. 
The  uood  father  with  wonder,  amaze  and  Burprlso, 
('la»|>ed  his  liaiida  and  next  tnrucd  up  the  whltrs  of  his  eyes; 
"Oil,  vile  sinner,"  eaye  he,  "can  you  hope  to  be  forgiven. 
If  you  think  there  is  carousint;  and  drinking  in  heaven  V 

Sing  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day.  < 

"  Well,  well,  then,"  says  Pat,  "  though  I  cannot  help  tbiuking, 
ir  III  heaven  they  can  do  without  catiu;;  or  drinkink.', 
(I'liough  I  don't  mean  to  say  what  you  tell  is  a  fable) 
"Vwould  be  dacent,  you  know,  to  see  a  drop  on  the  table." 
.   Sing  lu  ral,  li  tu  ral,  li  tu  ral  li  day. 

TEDDY    O'NEAL. 
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I  dreamt  but  last  night,  oh,  bad  cesa  to  the  dreaming,  "  . 

Sure  I'd  die  if  I  thought  'tivauld  come  truly  lu  p.ihk: 
I  dreamt,  while  the  tears  down  my  pillow  were  streaming. 

That  Teddy  was  courting  another  fair  lass. 
Oh,  didn't  I  wake  with  a  weepingaiid  wailing^ 

The  grief  of  the  thought  was  too  niiicli  to  couceil; 
My  mothi-r  cried,  "  Norah,  child,  what  is  your  nilingf " 

But  all  I  could  utter  was  Teddy  O'Neal— 
Uy  motiier  cried,  "Norah,  child,  what  is  yonr  ailing?" 

But  all  I  cuuld  utter  was  Teddy  O'Neal. 

I  went  to  the  cabin  he  danced  his  wild  jigs  in. 

As  neat  a  nmd  palace  as  ever  was  seen; 
Cunsideriog  it  served  to  keep  poultry  and  pigs  in, 

I'm  sure  you'll  allow 'twas  most  decent  and  clean. 
But  now  all  around  it  looks  cold,  sad  and  dreary. 

All  sad  and  all  silent,  no  piper,  no  reel; 
Not  even  the  sun  thiouuh  the  casement  shines  cheery, 

Since  I  lost  the  dear  darling  boy,  Teddy  O'Neal— 
Not  even  the  sun  through  the  casement  shiues  cheery, 

Since  I  lost  tlie  dear  darling  boy,  Teddy  O'Neal. 

Shall  I  ever  forget  when  the  l)ig  ship  was  ready. 

And  the  moment  was  come  for  my  love  to  depart; 
How  I  sobbed  like  a  spalpeen,  good-bye  to  you.  Teddy, 

With  u  It-ar  on  my  cheek  and  a  stone  on  my  heart. 
Ee  said 'twas  to  better  his  fortune  he  wander'd; 

But  what  would  be  gold  to  the  joy  I  should  feel 
If  he'd  only  come  back  to  ine,  honest  and  loving. 

Still  poor,  yet  mv  own  darliii({  Teddy  O'Neal — 
If  he'd  only  come  back  to  me,  honest  and  loving,  . 

Still  poor,  yet  my  own  darling  Teddy  O'Neal. 

THE   SPRIG   OF  SHILLELAH. 

Och,  love  is  the  soul  of  a  nate  Irishman, 
He  loves  all  the  lovely,  loves  all  that  he  can. 

With  the  sprig  of  shillelah  and  shamrock  so  green. 
His  heart  is  good-humored,  His  honest  and  sound, 
No  malice  or  hatred  is  there  to  be  found; 
Ue  courts  and  marries,  he  drinks  and  he  fights. 
For  love,  all  for  love,  for  In  tliat  he  deiighix. 

With  his  sprig  of  shillelah  and  shamrock  so  green. 
Wlio  has  e*er  had  the  luck  to  see  Donnybrook  fair. 
An  frisliinan  all  in  his  glorv  is  there, 

With  his  sprig  of  shillelah  and  shamrock  so  green. 
His  clothes  sptcK  and  span,  new  without  e'er  a  speck, 
A  neat  Barcelona  tied  'round  his  white  neck; 
He  goes  to  a  tent  and  he  spends  half  a  crown; 
He  meets  with  a  friend,  and  for  love  knocks  him  down 

With  his  sprig  of  shillelah  and  shamrock  so  green. 
At  evening  returning,  as  homeward  he  goes. 
His  heart  light  with  whiskey.  Ids  head  soft  with  blows 

From  a  sprig  (if  shillelah  and  shamrock  so  green. 
He  meets  witli  Ida  Slielah,  who,  blushing  a  smile. 
Cries:  "Get  you  gone,  Pat!  "  yet  consents  all  the  while. 
To  tlie  priest  tlien  they  go,  anil  nine  months  after  that 
A  fine  baby  cries  out:  "  How  d'ye  do,  father  Par, 

With  your  sprig  of  shiilelab  and  shamrock  so  green?" 

Bless  the  country,  say  I,  that  gave  Patrick  his  birth; 
BIfss  the  land  of  the  oak  and  its  neighboring  eartli. 

Where  grows  the  shillelah  and  shamrock  so  green. 
May  the  sons  of  the  Thames,  the  Tweed  and  the  Shannon, 
Drub  (he  foes  who  dare  plant  on  our  confiues  a  cannon; 
United  and  happy  at  loyalty's  shrine. 
May  the  rose,  leek,  and  thistle  long  flonrish  and  twine 

'Koand  a  sprig  of  shillelah  and  shamrock  ao  greeu. 


THE    TWIG    OF    SHILLELAH. 

Mulrooney's  my  name,  I'm  a  comical  boy, 

A  tight  little  lad  at  shillelah; 
'  St.  Paddy  wld  whiskey  he  suckled  ma,  Joy, 

Among  the  sweet  boys  of  Kilalah. 
The  world  began  with  a  procpect  so  fair. 
My  dad  was  worth  nothing  and  I  was  his  heir; 
So  all  my  estate  was  a  heart  free  from  care. 

And  a  tight  little  twig  of  sbiileluh. 
"Turn,  captain,"  cried  dad,  "and  if  kilt  lu  the  strife. 

Success  and  long  life  to  shillelah  I 
Your  fortune  is  made  all  the  rest  of  year  life,  ', 

As  sore  as  there's  bogs  tu  Kilalah."  *    '. 

But,  thinks  I,  spite  of  what  fame  and  glory  bequeath. 
Bow  conceited  I'd  look  in  a  fine  laurel  wreath,  "; 

W  id  my  band  in  my  mouth,  to  stand  picking  my  teeth 

With  a  tight  little  twig  of  shillelah. 

Yet  firmly  both  Ireland  and  Columbia  I'll  aid,  ' ,  ■ 

The  lands  of  white  pine  and  shillelah;  -  }. 

For  now  these  two  sisters  arc  man  and  wife  made. 
As  sure  as  there's  bogs  in  Kilalah. 

I'll  still  for  their  friends  have  a  heart  warm  and  true. 

To  their  foes  give  my  hand,  for  what  else  can  I  do? 

Yes,  I'll  give 'em  my  hand— but  along  wld  it,  too, 
A  tight  little  twig  of  shillelah.  , 

OLD   IRELAND   FOREVER. 
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Attend  to  me,  landsmen  and  sailors  and  others. 

My  ditty  appeals  to  your  courage  and  sense; 
Come 'round  me,  my  lads,  let's  shake  hands  like  brothers, 

And  joii.  one  and  all  in  old  Ireland's  defence. 
Though  statesmen  by  tricks  to  seduce  us  endeavor, 
We'll  stand  by  our  country,  old  Ireland  forever. 
By  our  own  dear  country,  old  Ireland  forever; 
We'll  stand  by  our  country,  old  Ireland  forever. 

Our  forefathers  fully  considered  the  cause 

Of  justice  and  wisdom,  of  honor  and  fame. 
Then  wisely  and  bravely  established  such  laws 

As  raised  above  others  ni hernia's  great  name. 
Then  sliall  we  lose  sight  of  them?  Never,  boys,  never; 
Huzza  for  our  couutry,  old  Ireland  forever) 

Ye  sons  of  Hibernia,  come,  join  hand-in-hand,  i         . 

We'll  drive  all  invaders  quite  out  of  the  land:  :-\ 

And  when  o'er  the  grog,  the  first  toast  that  is  given 

Shall  be:  "  Plenty  and  peace  to  the  land  that  we  live  in." 
'  Though  statesmen  by  tncks  to  sediice  us  endeavor. 
We'll  stand  by  our  country,  old  Ireland  forever.  i         y 

LANNIGAN'S   BALL.  ^ 
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In  the  town  of  Athol  lived  one  Jimmy  Lannigan, 

Ue  bather'd  away  till  he  hadn't  a  pound; 
His  father  died  and  made  him  a  man  ugaiu. 

Left  him  a  farm  of  ten  acres  of  ground. 
He  gave  a  large  party  to  all  his  relations. 

That  stood  beside  him  when  he  went  to  the  wall; 
So  if  yon  but  lielen,  I'll  make  yonr  eyes  glisten 
With  the  rows  and  the  ructions  at  Lannigan's  ball. 
Ohoul's. 
Whack,  fal  lal,  fal  lal,  tal  ladedy;  whack,  fal  lal,  fal  lal,  tal  ladcdy; 
Whack,  fal  lal,  fal  lal,  tal  ladedy;  whack,  hurroo,  for  Lannigan's  biwt#- 

'Twaa  meself  had  free  invitations. 

For  all  ttl»'l>oys  and  girls  I  might  ask; 
In  less  than  five  minutes  I'd  friends  and  relations. 

Singing  as  merry  as  flies  'round  a  cask. 
Kitty  O'llara,  a  nate  little  milliner, 

Tipt  me  the  wink  and  asked  me  to  call. 
Whin  I  arrived  with  Timothy  Galligan, 

Just  in  time  for  Lannigan's  ball.— CAort/«. 
Whin  we  got  there  they  were  dancing  the  polka 

All 'round  the  room  in  tt  quare  whirligig; 
But  Kitty  and  I  put  a  stop  to  tliis  nonsinse. 

We  tipt  them  a  taste  of  a  nate  Irish  jig. 
Oh,  Mavrone,  wasn't  she  proud  of  mel 

We  bather'd  the  flure  till  the  ceiling  did  fall. 
For  I  spent  three  weeks  at  Brook's  Acadamy, 

L'arning  a  Step  for  Lannigan's  ball.— CA(iru«. 
The  boys  were  all  merry,  the  girls  were  frisky. 

Drinking  together  in  couples  and  groups. 
Whin  an  accident  hapiiened  to  Paddy  O'Riifferty, 

He  struck  his  right  fut  through  Miss  Flannigau's  boopa. 
The  craythur  she  fainted  and  roared  "  Millia  murthert  " 

Called  for  her  friends  and  gathered  thim  all; 
Tim  Dermody  swore  that  lie'd  go  no  further. 

But  have  satisfaction  at  Lannigati's  ball.— CAonu. 
Och,  arrah,  boys!  but  thin  was  the  rilption, 

Meself  got  a  wollop  from  Phellm  McCoo; 
Soon  I  replied  to  his  nate  Introduction, 

And  we  kicked  up  the  devil's  phililaloo. 
Casey,  the  piper,  he  was  nearly  strangled. 

He  squeezed  up  his  bags,  chaunters  and  all; 
The  girls  in  their  ribbons  all  got  entangled, 

And  that  put  a  slop  to  Lannigan's  ball.— CAoruf. 

In  the  midst  of  the  row  Miss  Kavanagh  fainted. 

Her  face  all  the  while  was  as  red  as  the  rose; 
The  ladies  declared  her  cheeks  they  were  painted. 

But  she'd  taken  a  dnip  too  much,  I  suppose. 
Paddy  Macarty,  so  hearty  and  able. 

When  he  saw  his  dear  colleen  stretched  out  In  the  ball, 
.  >     '  He  pulled  the  best  leg  out  from  under  the  table 

And  broke  all  the  cuauey  at  Lannigan's  hnU.—Chorut. 
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THE    MANCHESTER    MARTYRS. 

Send  for  Free  CatAlojfue  of  Sornr  Books,  I>tt«r  Writers,  Dream  BooVb,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Recitation  BooWg,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  B^^oks,  Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irinh  Soujf  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusenient,  Sheet  Miiric,  et<\, 
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It  waa  in  November,  I  well  remember,  ....  ,.       . 

1  -        .  Two  noble  heroes  to  Manchester  came: 

It  was  their  iuieution,  as  I  now  will  mention. 
To  free  old  Ireland  from  her  tyrant'e  chain. 
.;  ''■.''  The  police  viewed  tliem  as  if  they  knew  them, 

,:  -  Aod  to  pursue  them  they  did  not  fail: 

They  did  surround  them,  with  liandcnffs  bound  them, 
And  marched  ibem  prisoners  to  the  country  jail. 

When  Allan  heard  that  those  men  were  taken, 
To  O'Brien  and  Liarkin  he  quickly  flew: 
-  ■'  -'  SaylDK:  "For  Colonel  Kelly  my  heart  is  brealiing, 

Oh!  noble  heroes,  what  shall  we  do?"  . 
They  went  together  with  one  another, 
'■■_  And  like  loyal  brothers  they  did  agree;     "  ••.•■.         ■  # 

Saying:  "  Let  every  man  go  up  to  the  van. 
And  break  it  open  and  set  tnem  free."  - 

But  know,  kind  friends,  what  followed  after 
.'    ,       ■    '        Those  men  were  taken  as  yon  may  see; 

Both  judge  and  jury  eoon  found  them  guilty. 
And  they  died  irne  martyrs  for  their  country.  ^     ■ 
"  *Twassud  upon  that  fatal  morning. 

When  their  friends  assembled  to  bid  farewell. 
The  choir  chanted  ora  07-0  RoM«,  ■  -  •  ' 

And  they  all  joined  chorus  in  that  prison  cell. 
The  clock  struck  eight  and  their  friends  departed, 
.     .  When  wicked  Colecraft  he  did  appear; 

They  then  raised  their  heads  and  kissed  each  other, 
', .;  They  knew  their  time  it  was  drawing  ninr. 

When  on  the  scaffold  they  looked  around  them,  * 

Not  a  son  of  Erin  was  to  be  seen ; 
.:.      '  Although  for  miles  around  they  came  in  thousands 

>  To  see  those  martyrs  die  for  the  green. 

THE   WEDDING    OF   BALLYPOREEN. 

Descend,  ve  chaste  nine,  to  a  true  Irish  bard. 

You're  old  maids,  to  be  sure,  hut  he  sends  yon  a  card, 

To  beg  you'll  assist  a  poor  musical  elf. 

With  a  song  ready-made,  he'll  compose  it  himself;    *  v..        •    .! 

About  maide,  boys,  a  priest,  and  a  wedding,  •>    . 

With  a  crowd  von  could  scarce  thrust  your  head  in; 

A  supper,  good  cheer,  and  a  bedding,  which  happened  at  Ballyporeen.  ' 

'Twas  a  fine  summer's  mom,  about  twelve  in  the  day,         :     • 

All  the  birds  fell  to  sing,  all  the  asses  to  bray,  ' 

When  Patrick,  the  bridegroom,  and  Oonagh,  the  bride. 

In  their  l>est  bibs  and  tuckers,  set  off,  side  by  side. 

O,  the  pipers  play'd  first  In  the  rear,  sir. 

The  maius  blushed,  the  bridesmen  did  swear,  sir; 

O,  Lordl  how  the  spalpeens  did  stare,  sir,  at  this  wedding  of  Ballyporeen. 

They  were  soon  tacked  together,  and  home  did  rctarn, 

To  make  merry  the  day  at  the  sign  of  the  clmrn; 

When  they  sat  down  together,  a  frolicsome  troop,  •    .,     , 

O,  the  banks  of  old  Shannon  ne'er  saw  such  a  group. 

There  were  turf-cutters,  threshers,  and  tailors,  .. 

With  harpers  and  pipers  and  nailers  i  .  I 

And  peddlers  and  smugglers  and  sailors,  assembled  at  Ballyporeen. 

There  was  Bryan  MacDermot  and  Shaughnessy's  brat. 

With  Terence  and  Triscol  and  plattcr-fuced  Pat; 

There  was  Norah  Macormic  and  Bryan  O'Lynn,  •/.  , 

And  the  fat,  red-haired  cook-maid,  who  lives  at  the  inn.   ■  • 

There  was  Shelah,  and  Larry,  the  genius. 

With  Pat's  uncle,  old  Derby  Dennis;    . 

Black  Thady  and  crooked  MacgenuiB,  assembled  at  Ballyporeen. 

Now  the  bridegroom  sat  down  to  make  an  oration, 

And  he  charmed  all  their  souls  with  his  kind  botheration; 

They  were  welcomed,  he  said,  and  he  swore  and  he  cursed,  ..-■ 

They  might  eat  till  they  swelled,  and  might  drink  till  they  burst.  . ., 

The  first  christening  I  have,  if  I  thrive,  sirs, 

I  hope  you  all  hither  will  drive,  sirs; 

Yon*ll  be  welcome  all,  dead  or  alive,  sirs,  to  ttie  christening  at  Ballyporeen. 

Then  the  bride  she  got  np  to  make  a  low  bow. 
But  she  twittered,  and  felt  so— she  could  not  tell  how- 
She  blushed  and  she  stammered— the  few  words  she  let  fall,    ■  ', 
She  whlsptered  so  low  that  she  bothered  them  all,  '[     i 
Bat  her  mother  cried:  "  What,  are  you  dead,  child? 
O,  for  shame  of  you,  hold  up  your  head,  child; 
Though  sixty,  I  wish  I  was  wed,  child,  oh,  I'd  rattle  all  Ballyporeen." 
Now  they  sat  down  to  meat— Father  Murphy  said  grace. 
Smoking  hot  were  the  dishes,  and  eager  each  face;                           _      '''  - 
The  knives  and  forks  rattled,  spoons  and  platters  did  play. 
And  they  elbowed  and  jostled,  and  wollopped  away. 
Rumps,  chines,  and  fat  sirloins  did  groan,  sirs. 
Whole  monntains  of  t>eef  were  cut  down,  sirs; 
They  demolished  all  to  the  bare  bone,  sirs,  at  this  wedding  at  Balieyporeen. 

There  was  bacon  and  greens,  but  the  turkey  was  spoiled. 

Potatoes  dressed  both  ways,  both  roasted  and  boiled; 

Hog's  puddings,  red  herrings— the  priest  got  the  snipe, 

Culcannon  pies,  dumpling,  cod,  cow-heel  and  tripe. 

Then  they  ate  till  they  could  eat  no  more,  sirs. 

And  the  whiskey  come  pouring  galore,  sirs; 

O,  how  Terry  Macmanis  did  roar,  sirs,  oh,  he  bothered  all  Ballyporeen. 

Now  the  whiskey  went 'round,  and  the  songsters  did  roar, 

Tim  sung  "Paddy  O'Kelly,"  Nell  snrg  "Molly,  Asthore"; 

1*111  a  motion  was  made  that  their  songs  they'd  forsake, 

And  each  lad  take  his  sweetheart,  their  trotters  to  shake. 

Then  the  piper  and  couples  advancing. 

Pumps,  brog^ues,  and  bare  feet  fell  a-pranclng; 

Such  piping,  such  figuring  and  dancing  was  ne'er  known  at  Ballyporeen. 

Now  to  Patrick,  the  bridegroom,  and  Oonagh,  the  bride. 

Let  the  harp  of  old  Ireland  be  sounded  with  pride; 

And  to  all  the  brave  guests,  young  or  old,  gray  or  green,  . 

Drunk  or  sober,  that  jigged  It  at  Ballyporeen. 

And  when  cupid  shall  lend  yon  bis  wherry,  v'..^" 

To  trip  o'er  tlie  conjugal  ferry,  -   ' 

I  wish  you  may  be  h&If  so  merry  as  we  were  at  Ballyporeen. 


LOVE'S    YOUNG    DREAM. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir  will  be  sent  t.i  any  addi-ess.  pont-paid,  on  receipt  «f  40 
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130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Hadiaon  Street,  Cliica^. 

Oh  I  the  days  are  gone  when  beauty  bright  my  heart's  chain  wove; 
When  my  dream  of  life,  from  morn  till  night,  uas  love,  still  lovel 
New  bopes  may  bloom,  and  days  may  come  of  milder,  calmer  beam, 
Bfit  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life  as  love's  young  dream! 
Oil,  there's  nothing  half  so  sweet  in  life  as  love's  young  dreamt 

1'hongh  the  bard  to  purer  fame  may  soar,  when  wild  youth's  past; 
I'hough  he  win  the  wise  who  frowned  before  to  smile  at  last. 
He'll  never  meet  a  smile  so  sweet  in  all  his  DOnn  of  fame,  / 

As  when  first  he  sung  to  woman's  ear  his  soul-felt  flame; 
Aud,  at  every  close,  she  blushed  to  hear  the  one  loved  name! 
Oh!  that  hallowed  form  is  ne'er  forgot,  which  first  love  traced; 
Siill  it  lingering  haunts  the  greenest  spot  on  memory's  waste! 
'  I'was  odor  fled  as  soon  as  shed;  'twas  morning's  winged  dream; 
'Twas  a  light  that  ne'er  can  shine  again  on  life's  dull  stream! 
Ohl  'twas  a  light  that  ne'er  cau  sbiue  again  on  life's  dull  streami 

SUBLIME    WAS    THE    WARNING. 

Tlie  Words  and  Music  of  this  8on(r  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  pont-iiaid,  on  recelnt  of  40 
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Sublime  was  the  warning  which  liberty  spoke. 

And  grand  was  the  moment  when  the  Spaniards  awoke 

Into  life  and  revenge  from  the  conqueror's  chain  I 
Oh  I'  lil)erty !  let  not  tUif  spirit  have  rest 
Till  it  moves  like  a  breeze  o'er  the  waves  of  the  West. 
Give  the  light  of  your  look  to  each  sorrowing  spot, 
Nor,  ohl  be  the  shamrock  of  Erin  forgot,  .  _,    - 

While  you  add  to  your  garland  the  olive  of  Spain! 

If  the  fame  of  our  fathers,  bequeathed  with  their  rights. 
Give  to  country  its  charm  and  to  home  its  deligbts; 
If  deceit  be  a  wound  and  suspicion  a  stain;  "... 

Then,  ye  men  of  Iberia,  our  cause  is  the  same.  ".; '.  .,■»-• 

And,  oh!  may  his  tomb  want  a  tear  and  a  name.   /      ': 
Who  would  ask  for  a  nobler,  a  holier  death  '.' l:.'"f'-' ■ 

Than  to  turn  his  last  sigh  into  victory's  breath,  '^ 

For  the  shamrock  of  Erin  and  olive  of  Spain!      ' 

Ye  Blakes  and  O'Donnells,  whose  fathers  resigned 
The  green  hills  of  their  youth,  amon-  strangers  to  find 

That  repose  which  at  home  they  had  sighed  for  in  vain; 
Join,  join  in  our  hope  thnt  the  flame  which  you  light 
May  i)e  felt  in  Erin  as  calm  and  as  bright; 
And  forgive  even  Albion  while  she  draws. 
Like  a  truant,  her  sword  in  the  long-slighted  cause  ~ 

Of  the  shamrock  of  Erin  and  olive  of  Spain!  f 

God  prosper  the  cause,  oh  I  it  cannot  but  thrive  »    ' 

While  the  pulse  of  one  patriot  heart  is  alive 

Its  devotion  to  feel  and  its  rights  to  maintain;  -'-'-< 

Then  how  sainted  by  sorrow  its  martyrs  will  diel  .  1  • 

The  finger  of  glory  shall  point  where  they  lie; 

While  far  from  the  footsteps  of  coward  or  slave,  ^^ 

The  young  spirit  of  freedom  shall  shelter  tlieii  grave,  -       • 

Beneath  shamrocks  of  £ria  aud  olives  of  Spam!  \^'-^^^ 

1 

BRENNEN    ON   THE   MOOR.    . 

It's  of  a  fearless  Irishman  a  long  story  I  shnll  tell : 

His  name  is  Willie  Breiinen,  in  Ireland  he  did  dwell; 

It  was  on  the  Calvert  Mountains  he  commenced  his  hellish  career. 

Where  many  a  wealthy  gentleman  before  biiu  shook  with  fear. 

Chorus. 
Brennen  on  the  moor,  Breinien  on  the  moor. 
Bold  aud  undaunted,  stood  Brenneu  on  the  moor. 

A  brace  of  loaded  pistols  he  carried  with  him  each  day; 

He  never  robbed  a  poor  man  upon  the  Queen's  highway: 

For  what  he'd  taken  from  the  rich,  like  Turpin  and  black  Bess, 

He  always  did  divide  it  with  the  widows  in  distress.- CAoru*.       _    ~      _ 

One  night  he  robbed  an  Irishman  by  the  name  of  Julei  Bawn. 
They  traveled  on  together  till  the  day  began  to  dawn; 
The  Juler  found  his  money  gone,  likewise  bis  watch  and  chain- 
He  at  once  encountered  him  and  robbed  bim  back  again.-  C/iOrut. 
When  Willie  fonnd  the  packman  was  as  good  a  man  as  he. 
He  took  him  on  the  highway  his  companion  for  to  be;  *'  ' 

The  Jnler  threw  away  his  pack  without  any  more  delay. 
And  he  proved  a  faithful  comrade  amidst  bie  Agnus  del.— Chorus. 

One  day  upon  the  highway,  as  Willie  he  sat  down. 

He  met  the  Mayor  of  Cashil  a  mile  outside  the  town;  ,  '  .. 

The  Mayor  he  knew  his  features — I  think,  young  man,  said  lie. 

That  yonr  name  is  Willie  Brennen;  you  must  come  along  with  me.— CAo. 

Willie's  wife,  she  being  in  town  provisions  for  to  buy. 

When  she  saw  her  Willie  she  Ijegan  to  weep  and  cry; 

I  wish  he  handed  me  the  temperers — as  soon  as  Willie  spoke. 

She  handed  him  a  binnderbuss  from  underneath  her  cloak.— CAortM. 

It's  with  this  loaded  blunderbuss,  the  truth  I  will  unfold. 

He  made  the  Mayor  to  tremble  and  robbed  him  of  his  gold;  ''■■■_ 

One  hundred  pounds  he  offered  for  his  apprehension  there. 

And  be,  with  horse  and  saddle,  to  the  mountains  then  repaired.— (7 AoriM. 

Willie,  being  an  outlaw  upon  the  mountains  high. 

With  ciivalry  and  infantry  to  take  him  they  did  try; 

He  laughed  at  them  with  scorn,  until  at  length  did  say: 

Ahl  a  false-hearted  young  womau  did  basely  me  betray.— CAortM. 

In  the  county  of  Tipperary,  in  a  place  called  Clonmore, 

Brennen  and  his  comrade  was'made  to  suffer  sore;  •  '    . 

He  lay  amongst  the  briars,  that  grew  thick  upon  the  fields. 

And  he  received  nine  wounds  before  that  he  would  yield.— CAortM. 

They  were  taken  prisoners,  in  irons  they  were  bound. 

Conveyed  to  Clonmel!  jail,  and  strong  walls  did  them  surround; 

The  jury  found  them  guilty,  the  Judge  made  this  reply: 

For  robbing  on  the  Queen's  highway,  you're  I>oth  condemned  to  die.— CAo. 

Farewell  unto  my  wife,  and  yon,  my  children  three! 

An<l  you  my  aged  father,  that  may  shed  tears  for  me. 

And  you,  my  loving  mother,  tore  her  gray  locks  and  cried: 

It  were  better,  V/illie  Brennen,  in  your  cradle  Agall  Chigh  I— CAoru*. 
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SHAMUS    O'BRIEN. 

By  Saiiiuul  Ldvit. 

Jirt  aftlier  the  war,  in  the  year  '98, 

Ai  8iK)n  as  the  hoyn  wor  all  ecartlierctl  and  bate, 

'Twas  the  ctisloiii,  whenevj-r  a  peasant  was  ,tr<it. 

To  liaDK  him  hy  tiirJal— barrin'  sicli  ai*  \<  h«  '<liot. 

There  WI18  tirfinl  by  jury  goin' on  by  (lHyljfj"lit,  ■■ 

And  the  iiiariiul  laiv  lian>.'iti' ibe  lavii<i<  i>y  nii:lit; 

It's  Ihfin  W;i8  bard  liiiu-s  for  an  li()nei»i  i:<>i<n()on. 

If  he  missed  in  tbc  Jnd^efi  he'd  liM'el  a  dbra^oon; 

An' whether  ibe  Boijers  or  JiidRes  pev  ("inlince, 

Tlie  divil  a  miidi  lime  they  allowed  for  repintaiice; 

An'  it's  niany's  ilie  fine  boy  was  then  on  liie  keepin', 

Wid  small  ehare  iv  restln'  or  aiiin'  or  cleepin'; 

An'  because  tbey  loved  Erin,  an'  ecoined  lo  nell  it, 

A  prey  for  tlie  bloodhound,  a  mark  for  the  bullet.  '' 

Unsbfltercd  by  ni^ht  and  nnrected  by  dav, 

With  the  heath  for  their  barracks,  revens^e  for  their  pay; 

An'  the  bravest  an'  hardic!<t  boy  iv  them  all 

Was  Shamus  OBrit-n,  from  the  to\Vn  of  Ulinimll. 

His  limbs  were  well  set,  an'  his  body  was  lichi, 

And  the  keen-fansied  hound  bad  not  tcetli  half  so  wliite; 

But  Ilia  face  was  as  pale  as  the  face  of  the  dead. 

An'  his  cheek  never  warmed  with  the  blu!«h  of  the  red; 

An'  for  all  that  he  was  an  ugly  young  b'y. 

For  the  divil  b'imi>eT  couldn't  blaze  with  bis  eye 

So  droll  an'  so  wicked,  so  dark  an'  so  bright. 

Like  a  fire  fla»h  that  crosses  the  depthx  of  the  night! 

An'  be  wax  the  bext  mower  that  ever  has  been, 

An'  the  illigantest  hurler  that  ever  wits  seen; 

In  flncin'  he  irave  Patrick  Mooney  a  cut. 

An'  iu  jumpin'  be  bate  Tom  Maloney  a  foot; 

For  lightness  of  foot  there  was  not  iiis  iH.-cr, 

For,  be  g()rral  be  almost  outrun  the  rcil  deer; 

An'  bis  dancin'  was  sich  that  the  men  usol  to  stare,' 

An'  the  women  turn  crazy;  he  done  it  xo  quare. 

An',  be  gorra!  the  whole  world  K'v  into  liim  tlicro. 

An'  it's  lie  was  tne  b'y  that  was  hard  to  be  caught. 

An'  it's  often  he  run,  an'  it's  oftni  he  fou<;lit. 

An'  it's  many '8  the  one  can  reuifinber  qniie  well 

The  quare  tiiinue  he  done:  an'irsoftl  Ii<imiI  tell ' 

How  tie  frightened  the  niagir>tn>tes  in  Cabirbaily, 

An'  escaped  through  the  sogers  in  AheHoe  valley^- 

An'  hitbered  the  yeoman,  himself  ag'iii  four. 

Ad'  stretched  the  two  strongest  on  old  Galtimnr*. 

But  the  fox  mui>t  sleep  sometimes,  the  wild  deer  hiust  rest, 

An'  treachery  prey  on- the  blood  iv  the  best; 

Aftber  many  a  brave  stbrugiile  of  power  an'  piide. 

An'  niany-a  bard  night  on  the  moiHitain'p  iiUak  i<idc. 

An'  a  thousand  great  daogCrs  and  toi.s  overpa.-t. 

In  the  darkness  of  night  he  was  taken  at  last. 

Now,  Shamus,  look  back  on  the  bcauiifiil  moon,      . 

For  the  door  of  the  prison  must  close  on  you  soon; 

An'  fake  yoor  last  look  at  her  dim,  lovely  light, 

That  falls  on  the  mountain  and  valley  this  night;  ■ 

One  look  at  the  villagtr,  one  look. at  tliv  flood, 

An' one  at  the  Blielthering,  far  distant  wood; 

Farewell  to  the  forest,  farewell  to  the  bill. 

Ah'  farewell  to  the  friends  that  will  think  of  you  still; 

Farewell  to  the  patthern,  the  burlin'  an'  wake,  '•        ', 

An'  farewell  to  tne  giil  that  wouid  ilie  for  your  nuke.  * 

An' twelve  sogers  brought  him  to  Maryborough  jail,' 

An'  the  turnkey  resaved  him,  refucin'  all  bail 

The  fleet  liuilis  wor  ciiaiBcd,  an'  the  ctlirong  bands  wor  bouod, 

An'  he  laid  down  bis  length  on  ihecowld  piit-un  grouttU; 

An'  the  dreams  of  bis  chii<lhood  keiu  over  hiiu  there 

As  giutle  an'  soft 'as  the  sweet  summer  air; 

An' happy  remembrances  crowding  on  ever,  ' 

As  fast  as  the  foam-flaUes  dbrift  down  on  the  river. 

Bringing  freeh  to  bis  lidart  merry  days  long  gone  liy. 

Till  the  tears  gathered  heavy  an' thick  in  his  eye. 

Bui  the  tears  didn't  fa;'i.  for  the  priile  of  bis  heart 

Would  not  siiSe'r  one  dhmp  down  bis  pale  cniek  to  ^lart; 

An'  he  sprang  to  his'feet  in  liii*  dark  prii«on  cave, 

An'  he  swore  with  tlie  Hercenees  that  nilxery  g.ive, 

Bv  the  ho|w8  of  the  good  an' the  Cause  of  the  Inave, 

That  when  he  wa.«  mouldhertng  in  the  cowld  grave  ■       •     • 

His  enemies  never  shoii.d  have  it  to  boas',  f. 

His  scorn  of  their  vengeance  one  moiueni  » as  lost:     '        * 

His  bo^oiii  ndgiit  bleed,  but  hlx  ctK-ek  ebouid  he  dhry, 

For  undaunted  he  lived,  un'  undaunted  he'd  die. 

Well,  as  soon  as  a  few  weeks  were  over  and  gone,  • 

The  terrible  day  of  the  tSrial  keni  on: 

There  was  sich  a  crowd  ihci^e  was  scarce  room  to  stand. 

An'  wogers  on  L'uard,  an'  dbnigoons,  sword  in  hand: 

An'  the  Court  House  so  full  that  the  people  were  boiheied. 

An'  attorneys  an'  ctiers  on  ti.e  point  iv  bein'  suiothervU; 

An' counsellors  almost  gev  over  for  de;id.  -  . 

An  the  jury  sittin- up. in  their  lurjc  overhead; 

An' the  J.iidge  settleil  out  Hodefarinijied  an' big, 

Wid  his  gown  on  his  hack,  an'  an  iliigant  wig;  •  i 

An'  silence  was  called,  an'  the  minute  it  wax  xaid, 

The  court  was  aa  still  as  the  bean  of  the  dead, 

An'  tbey  heard  but  the  opt'nin'  of  one  prison  lock. 

An'  Shamus  O'Brien  kem  into  lhed'>ck. 

For  one  minute  he  turned  bis  eye 'round  on  the  throng. 

An'  he  looks  at  the  bars,  so  firm  an'  so  shtrong. 

An'  he  saw  that  he  hud  not  a  hope  nor  a  friend, 

A  chance  to  escnpe,  nor  a  word  to  (tefeiiil;  .    •    • 

Ad' he  folded  his  arms  as  be  xtood  tneri!  alone. 

As  calm  an' aa  cowld  as  a  Statue  of  sioiie; 

An'  they  read  a  hig  writin',  a  yard  longal  lasle,  ,'  . 

But  Jim  ilidn't  iin<lberstand  It.  nor  mind  It  a  taste. 

An'  the  Judge  took  a  big  pinch  iv  snuff,  and  he  says. 

"Are  yon  guilty  or  not.  Jim  O'Brien,  av  you  praz*;?  " 

All' nil  held  their  breath 'in  the  sileiiCR  of  dhread,  , 

An' 8haiiiu8  O'Brien  made  answer  an' Bail! : 

"  My  lord,  if  you  ask  me  if  In  my  lifetime 

I  thought  any  thraisoD  or  did  any  CI  iinc  - 

That  should  call  to  my  check,  as  I  stand  alone  here, 

The  hot  blush  of  shame  or  the  coldness  of  fear,  "  ,      . 

Though  I  stood  by  the  grave  to  receive  ray  deiith  blow,  ■  -,    '''.  ,; 


Before  God  and  the  world  I  would  answer  you,  nol ' 

But  if  you  would  ask  me,  as  I  think  it  like,  '  ..  v 

If  in  the  rebellion  I  carried  a  pike. 

All' fought  for  oiild  Ireland  from  the  first  to  the  close, 

An'  shed  the  heart's  blood  of  her  bitterest  foes, 

I  answer  you,  yesl  an'  I  tell  you  again, 

Tboiigii  I  stand  here  to  jxTish,  it's  my  glory  that  then 

In  her  cause  I  was  willing  my  veins  shoiiM  run  dhry. 

An'  that  now  fur  her  sake  1  am  ready  to  die." 

Then  the  silence  was  great,  an'  the  jury  smiled  bright, 

All'  the  Judge  wasn't  sorry  the  job  was  made  lighi ; 

Be  me  sowl,  lt'8  himself  was  the  crabbed  ould  cuapl 

In  a  twinklin'  he  pulled  on  Ids  ugly  black  cap. 

Then  Shamus'a  mother,  in  the  crowd  standiu'  by,  J.. 

Called  oMt  to  the  Judge  with  a  pitiful  cry:  j 

"Oh,  Judge,  darliii',  don't!  oh,  don't  say  the  wordi 

The  cralhur  is  young,  have  mercy,  my  lord, 

He  was  foolish,  he  didn't  know  what  he  was  doin'; 

You  tlon't  know  him,  my  lord,  oh,  don't  give  him  to  rulnl 

He's  the  kindliest  crathur,  the  tenderest-hearted. 

Don't  part  us  forever,  we  that's  so  long  paited.  ■> 

Judge,  inavourneeii,  forgive  lilm,  forgive  him,  my  lord,      . 

And  God  will  forgive  you— oh!  don't  say  the  word!  " 

That  was  the  first  minute  O'Brien  was  shaken, 

When  he  saw  that  he  was  not  quite  forgot  or  forsaken;. 

An'  down  his  pale  cheeks,  at  the  words  of  bis  mother. 

The  big  tears  wor  ruiinin'  fust,  one  afiher  th'  other; 

An'  two  or  three  times  he  endeavored  to  spake; 

But  the  sthrong,  manly  voice  nsed  to  fallher  an'  break;. 

But  at  last,  by  ibe  strength  of  his  bigh-mountiii'  pride,      :: 

He  conquered  an' masthereil  his  grief's  swelling  tide; 

An'  says  he,  "  Mother,  darlin',  don't  break  your  poor  heart. 

For,  sooner  Or  later,  the  dearest  must  part; 

An',  God  knows,  it's  beitlier  than  wand'ring  in  fear 

On  the  bleak,  tliracklcss  mountain,  among  the  wild  deer. 

To  lie  in  the  grave,  where  tlie  head,  heart  and  breast  .  ' 

Ffoin  thought,  labor  and  sorrow  forever  shall  rest. 

Then,  mother,  my  durlin',  don't  cry  any  more. 

Don't  make  me  seem  hroben  in  tiiis,  my  last  hour;         |    '.^ 

For  I  wish,  when  my  head's  lyin"  uiidhei  the  raven,      ■ 

No  thrue  man  can  say  that  1  died  like  a  craven!  " 

Then  toward  the  Judge  Shamus  bent  down  his  liead. 

An'  that  minute  tbe  solemn  death  eiutence  was  said.       ■    ': 

The  morn  in'  was  bright,  an'  the  mists  rose  on  higU, 

An'  the  lurks  whistled  nierrilly  in  the  c>ear  sky;        .    I-    .. 

But  why  are  Ibe  men  standin'  idle  so  late?  r 

An'  why  do  tbe  crowds  gather  fast  in  the  street? 

What  cohie  tbey  to  talk  of?  What  come  they  to  see? 

An'  why  does  the  long  rope  hang  from  the  cross  tree?  ' 

Oh,  Sliamus  O'Brien,  pray  fervent  and  fast, 

M^iy  the  saints'  take  your  soul,  for  this  day  is  your  last; 

Pray  fast  an'  pray  sthrong,  for  the  moment  is  nigh 

When,  sthrong,  proud  an'  greitt  as  you  are,  you  must  (lie. 

An'  fustber  an'  fasiher,  the  crowd  gathered  there. 

Boys,  horses,  an'  gingerbread,  just  like  a  fair;  , 

An'  whiskey  was  sellm',  and  cussamuck,  too. 

An'  ould  men  an'  young  wuiiien  eiijoyiu::  the  view;. 

An  ould  Tim  Miilvuny,  he  med  the  remark. 

There  wasn't  sich  a  sight  since  tbe  lime  of  Noah's  ark; 

An',  be  gorra,  'iwaa  thrue  for  him,  for  divil  such  a  ecruge, 

Sich  divarshin  an'  crowds,  was  known  since  the  deluge; 

For  thousands  were  gathered  there,  if  there  was  oue, 

Wait  ill'  till  sich  time  as  the  hangin'  id  come  on. 

At  last  they  threw  ojien  the  big  prison  gate. 

An'  out  kem  tbe  sbeiiffs  an'  sogers  in  slate. 

An'  a  c.'irt  in  the  inidilie,  an'  Shaiiins  was  in  it, 

Nol  paler,  but  praider  ihaii  ever  ihat  minnte. 

An'  as  Boon  as  the  people  saw  Shamus  O'Brien, 

Wid  piayiii'  and  blessin',  and  ail  ibe  giils  cryin*, 

A  wild,  wailin'  sound  kem  on  all  by  iiegrees,  < 

Like  the  sound  of  the  liuiesonie  wiml  blowiu'  through  trees. 

On~ou  to  the  gallows  tbe  sheriffs  are  gone, 

An'  the  cart  un'  tne  sogers  go  steadily  on; 

An'  at  every  side  swellin'  urouud  of  the  cart  j 

A  wild,  soirowfiil  sound  tlmt  id  open  your  heart.  ; 

Now  undher  the  galows  the  cart  takes  its  stand. 

An'  the  hangman  gets  up  wid  tbe  rope  in  his  band; 

An'  the  pricsi.  bavin'  biersed  him,  goes  down  on  the  ground, 

An'  Shamus  O'Biien  throws  one  lai>t  look  'roiiiKl, 

Then  the  hangman  dhiew  near,  and  the  people  grew  still. 

Y'lUug  faces  turn  sickly,  an'  warm  hearts  linn  chill; 

An'  the  rope  bein'  ready,  bis  neck  was  made  bare, 

Fot  the  gripe  iv  the  life-sthrangling  cord  to  prepare; 

An'  the  good  priest  has  left  him,  havin'said  bis  laxt  prayer. 

Bdt  the  gtKxi  jiriesi  did  more,  for  his  hands  he  iinliound. 

And  with  one  daring  spring  Jim  has  leaped  on  the  ground; 

Bang—bang!  go  tne  cmhines,  and  clash!  go  the  saoers; 

He's  not  down!  lie's  alive  etill!  now  stand  lo  bim,  neigliborsi 

Through  Ibe  smoke  an'  the  horses  he's  into  the  crowd. 

By  the  heavens,  he's  free!— than  tliiin>ier  more  loud. 

By  one  snout  from  the  people  the  heavens  were  shaken.     ■ 

One  shout  that  the  di  ud  ol  the  worlil  niigbl  awaken. 

Your  sv\ord8  tbey  may  glitler,  your  carbines  go  bang, 

Ijut  If  you  want  iiangin',  it's  yourselvea  yon  must  hau^. 

TO-iiight  he'll  be  sleepin'  in  Aberlow  Glii^  •  '♦,•.■ 

And  the  divil's  in  the  dice  if  ><Mi  catch  him  ag'in.  T 

The  sogers  ran  this  way.  the  sheriffs  ran  that,  '  | .  ~"  " 

An'  Faiier  Malone  lost  his  new  Sunday  hat; 

An'  the  sheriffs  were,  both  of  them,  puilished  sevarcly,  '■. 

An' fined  like  tbe  devil,  liecausc  Jim  done  them  fairly.'. 

A  week  aftiier  this  time,  widout  flrin'  a  cannon, 

A  sharp  Yankee  scbooner  sidled  out  of  the  Shannon; 

An'  the  Captain  left  word  he  was  uoing  to  Cork, 

But  the  divil  a  bit— he  was  bound  for  New  York. 

The  very  next  spring,  a  bright  mornin'  in  May— 

An'  jubtsix  months  after  the  great  bangin'  day — 

A  leither  was  brought  to  tbe  town  of  Kildare, 

An'  on  the  outside  was  written  out  fair: 

"  To  ould  Mrs.  O'Brien,  in  Ireland,  or  elsewhere." 

An'  tbe  inside  i«!gan:  "My  ilear,  good  ould  mother, 

I'm  safe  an'  I'm  happy— an'" nfct  wishin'  to  bother 

Tou  iu  radin'— with  the  help  of  t!ie  priest— 


if|i||iiiP«R^iii.  iiaujiij  ^mif^mw^ 


.1  send  you  enclosed  in  this  letther,  at  least,   . 

IV  ,    "i' EuoiiKli  to  pay  hiin  an' feicli  yo'' ***'*y  ;'.;■".'"  '.  •     ••' 

[^■.■'  ~-.'       To  tliis  land  of  eweet  liberty— AmerikuyJ       ""  '■    ■'    &' "     ..•-  .     •    ,'    .  . 
.i'  ■/■.  Here  you'll  be  happy  an' never  need  cryiii'  .','■'■   :. 

.'";;'       Ab  long  ae  you're  mother  of  Sliamue  O'Brien.  -  -    -■•      •,  • 

:•.....  Give  my  love  to  Bweet  BUidy,  an' tell  her  beware 
•:v'        Of  that  epalpeen  who  calls  himself  "  Lord  of  Kildare  "; 
J    '         An' jiiet  8ay  10  the  Jndue,  I  don't  now  care  a  rap 

'■:'     For  him  or  his  wig  or  hi8  dirty  black  Clip. 
■  v  •;'..  An' 118  for  the  dhragooMS— them  paid  men  of  slaughter —    ;       . 
'::■.     .'Bay  I  love  them  lilie  the  divil  loves  holy  waiher. 

An' iiow,  my  good  mother,  one  word  of  advice —  •  ,■ 

'<.  'Fill  your  bag  wiih  poiaioes  an"  bacon  an' rice, 

An'  tell  my  sweet  Biddy,  tlie  beet  way  of  all  ,  '•  .  ' 

!■-  ;  Is  now  an' forever  to  leave  uuld  Giingall,  ,.  >.:' 

All' come  with  yoa,  takiii'' n  enii>;  ciibin  beith;  '       .    ■' \. 

An' briU);  us  aBod  of  the  oiiid  Btiainrock  eurih; 
'•-       '     All'  when  you  start  from  ould  Irt-liuul,  take  paspage  at  Cork, 

An' come  sthraiiilil  acrofB  to  the  town  of  New  York;  -. 

All'  there  ask  the  Mayor  the  best  way  to  go  J. 

To  the  tovwi  of  Cinciuiiaii— the  State  Ohio;  .-      .     ■; 

'.- ■ ;       All' there  you  will  find  me,  uidoiit  much  lliryin'. 

At  "the  Ilurp  an'  the  EagU-,"  kept  by  Shainus  O'Brien. 

Little  Four>Leaf  Shamrock  from  Glennore. 

The  Woi-d«  and  Miwic  of  this  Sonsr,  orraneed  for  the  piano,  will  be  Bent  to  any  ad- 
dieiw,  post-paid,  on  recript  of  40  cents;  or  tliiu  and  any  t«i>  other  Sones  for  One  UulUr, 
hv  Henry  J.  Wehman.  l»i  *  132  Pai  k  K'W.New  York;  oi  125  W.  Madiwm  Street,  Cliicaoro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab'>ve  a<)dre.-ses  for  Free  C»t!ilii»riie  of  Sonprs,  Sung  Buuks, 
Sheet  Uuaic,  German  Soug  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Booka,  etc 

It  was  on  St.  Patrick's  cold  and  frosty  morning 

I  was  treading  home  across  the  barren  moor: 
I  remember  well  my  poor  old  UKiiher's  wiirning 

When  I  left  my  little  shamrock  in  Gleunoie. 

>  .  *    "  CHontis. 

•     ;  Then  it's  here's  to  the  king  of  flowers  from  Kiilamey, 

;,        You  may  never  see  the  likes  of  it  no  more; 
■■■■  It  LTew  upon  the  rocks  of  Irish  Blarney— 

It's  my  little  four-leaf  ahnmrock  from  Glennore. 

Poor  mother,  she  win  old  and  daily  fulling; 


She  would  oft  »»i)eak  to  me  of  the  days  of  yore; 
Aii'liiever  in  my  life  of  long  duriitiou 


Chorus. 


Uave  1  found  the  equal  of  my  shamroclc  from  Glennore. 

Now  here's  my  joy,  my  little  Irish  tokeu; 

It's  a  treasure  tliat  I  ever  shall  tidore; 
And  neviT  while  away  from  old  Kiilitrney, 

Forget  my  iitilc  four-leaf  shamrock  from  Glennore.— CAon/s. 

THE    BURIAL    OF    SIR    JOHN    MOORE. 

Not  a  ihuiii  was  heard,  not  a  funernl  note, 

Ab  his  cor8>:  to  the  ramparts  we  hurried;         .,  -    . 
Not  a  soldier  discharged  his  farewell  shot  '■.'■. 

O'er  the  ttrave  where  our  hero  we  buried.       .    ' 
We  buried  him  darkly  at  dead  of  night,  '    '         . 

The  sod  with  our  bMyoiiets  turning. 
By  tlie  siruiiuling  moonbeiim's  misty  liglit. 

And  the  lauiern  dimly  burning.  ■   .    ■_ 

No  useless  coffin  confined  his  breast. 

Nor  iu  sheet  or  shroud  we  bound  lilm; 
Bill  he  lay  like  a  warrior  taking  his  rest. 

With  his  martial  cloak  around  him. 
,  Few  and  short  were  the  pr«yei8  we  said,  '• 

And  we  spoke  not  a  word  of  sorrow;  .    .   ' 

But  We  siiadfaslly  yazed  on  the  face  of  the  dead, 

Aud  we  bitterly  tlioiiglitof  the  morrow. 

■We  thought,  as  we  heaped  his  narrow  bed. 

And  smooth'd  down  his  lonely  pillow. 
That  I  he  foe  and  the  wranger  would  tread  o'er  his  bead, 

And  we  far  away  on  the  billow. 
Lightly  they'll  talk  of  the  spirit  that's  gone, 

And  o'er  his  cold  ashes  upbraid  him;  :     ,    :       ' 

But  nothing  he'd  reck  if  they'll  let  him  sieep  on 

In  the  grave  where  a  Briton  has  laid  him. 

But  half  our  heavy  laf>k  was  done, 

■When  the  clock  tohl  the  hour  for  retiring; 
And  we  heard  by  the  distant  and  random  gun. 

That  the  foe  was  sullenly  firing.      - 
Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down,  ■; 

From  tlie  field  of  hie  fame  fresh  and  gory; 
We  carved  not  a  line,  we  raised  not  a  stone, 

But  we  left  him  alone  in  iiis  glory.  .  •* 

IRISH    MOLLY    O! 

Oh!  who  i8>that  poor  foreigner  that  lately  ciime  to  town? 
And  like  a  ghost  that  cannot  rest  still  wander:'  up  ami  liowii? 
A  poor,  unhappy  Scottish  youth;  if  more  you  wished  to  know. 
Bis  heart  is  breaking  all  for  love  of  Irish  Molly  O!  j     ^ 

Chorus. 
She's  modest,  mild  and  beautiful,  '.he  fnirect  I  have  known— 
The  primrose  of  Ireland— all  blooining  here  alone— 
The  primrose  of  Ireland,  f-T  wheresoe'er  I  go. 
The  only  one  entices  me  is  Irish  Molly  Oh! 

When  Molly's  father  heard  of  it,  a  solemn  oalh  lip  swore, 
That  if  file's  wed  a  foreigner  he'd  never  see  her  nioit;. 
He  sent  for  young  MucDouald  aud  he  plninlv  (old  liiin  so— 
"I'il  never  give  to  such  as  you  my.  Irish  Molly  O!  "—Chorus. 

MflcDonald  heard  the  heavy  news— and  grievously  did  say— 
"Farewell,  my  lovely  Molly,  since  I'm  banished  faraway, 
A  poor  forlorn  pilgrim  I  must  w  ander  to  aud  fro, 
>  And  all  for  the  sake  of  my  Iris'h  Molly  0\—Vkoi-us. 

"There  is  a  rose  In  Ireland,  I  thougbt  it  would  be  mine; 
But  now  that  she  is  Iok'".  to  ini-,  I  must  forever  pine. 
Till  death  shall  Come  to  comfort  me,  for  to  the  grave  I'll  go, 
And  all  for  the  saiic  of  my  Irish  Molly  0!—6'Aor'(«. 

•  "And  now  that  I  am  dyinir,  this  one  request  I  crave,    ' 
;;'<  To  place  a  marble  toinbsione  above  my  liumble  grave;  V 

-•  Anil  on  the  etone  these  simple  wordu  I'd  have  engraven  so — 
MacDoiiald  lost  his  life  for  love  of  Irish  Molly  O!  "— CAon*-'. 


THE    LAST    ROSE    OF    SUMMER.  ^ 

The  Words  and  Uusic  of  this  Son(r>  arrait<red  for  the  piano,  n  ill  be  sent  to  any  ad- 


dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  centfi;  or  this  and  aiiT  two  other 
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'Tis  the  last  rose  of  summer,  left  blooming  alone; 
..    All  her  lovely  companions  are  faded  and  gone; 

No  flower  of  her  kindred,  no  rosebud  is  nigh.  .     " 

:.  To  reflect  back  her  blusbes,  or  give  sigh  for  sigh. 

'' ■'-       —•  I'll  not  leave  thee,  thou  lone  one,  to  pine  on  the  stem. 

Since  the  lovely  are  sleeping,  go,  sleep  thou  with  them. 
.'.:/-  Thus  kiudly  I  scaiter  thy  leaves  o'er  thy  bed, 

.•■...        Where  thy  mates  of  the  garden  lie  scentless  and  dead. 
So  soon  may  I  follow,  wlien  friendships  decay. 
And  from  love's  shining  circle  the  gems  drop  away. 
/«■  ■  When  true  hearts  lie  withered  and  fond  ones  are  flown, 

—  OhI  who  would  inhabit  this  bleak  world  alone? 
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NORAH    O'NEAL. 


The  Words  and  Mnsie  of  thin  Souk  will  he  sent  to  any  aiidress,  pout  paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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Oh,  I'm  lonely  to-night,  love,  without  you, 

Aud  I  sigh  for  one  glance  of  your  eye;  '  ■'■    r' 

For  sure  there's  a  charm,  love,  about  yon, 
»  Whenever  I  know  you  arc  nigh.  -    ;■■" 

Like  the  beam  of  ihe  star  when  'tis  smiline,  '     ' 

Is  the  glance  which  your  eye  can't  conceal; 
And  your  voice  is  80  sweet  and  beguiling,  '_'"      , 

';  That  I  love  you,  sweet  Norah  O'Neal.  .>:'"'*    t- 

CliOUUB.  '      ' '  "     "  ' 

Oh,  don't  think  that  ever  I'll  doubt  you,  my  love  I  will  never  conceal; 
I'm  lonely  to-night,  love,  without  you,  my  darling,  sweet  Norab O'Neal. 

Oh,  the  nightingale  sings  in  the  wildwood, 

As  if  every  note  that  he  knew 
Was  learned  f^om  yolir  sweet  voice  in  childhood. 

To  remind  me,  sweet  Norah,  of  you. 
■  '     But  I  think,  love,  so  often  about  yon. 

And  you  don't  know  how  happy  I  feel; 
But  I'm  lonely  to-night,  love,  without  you. 

My  darling,  sweet  Norah  O'Neal.— C'Aw«/#. 

,    Oh,  why  sliould  I  weep  tears  of  sorrow? 

Oh,  why  let  hope  lose  its  place?  V  -,•.:• 

Won't  I  meet  you,  my  diirling,  to-morrow,  r  ; 

And  smile  on  your  beautiful  face?  -.•""''     ^ 

Will  you  mJet  nve?  oh,  say  will  you  meet  me  •    .  ; 

With  a  kiss  at  the  foot  of  the  lane?  •.-."■ 

And  I'll  promise,  whenever  you  greet  me. 
That  I'll  never  be  lonely  again.- CAoT'M.  '    '• 

'■■■".  .-W  . 

,  AVENGING    AND    BRIGHT^; 

Avenging  mill  brii;lit  fell  the  s"  ift  srtoid  of  Erin      ' 

On  hiui,  who  the  brave  sons  of  UMia  betray 'd;  ■'■;:■.-■. 

For  every  fond  eye  which  he  wakeu'd  a  tear  in.  '    "  * ' 

A  drop  froi»  hi's  heart-wounds  shall  weep  o'er  her  blade. 
By  the  red  cloud  that  hung  o'er  Conor's  (lark  dwelling. 

When  Ulad's  three  ciimpauioim  lay  sleeping  In  gore — 
By  the  billows  of  war  wliich,  so  often  high  swelling, 

Iluve  wafted  these  heroes  to  victory's  shore— 

We  swear  to  revenue  them!  no  joy  shall  be  tasted, 

The  harp  shiill  be  silent,  the  maiden  unwed; 
Our  halls  shall  be  mute,  and  our  fields  sIihII  lie  wasted, 
V     ,■       •        Till  vengeance  is  wreak  "don  the  murderer's  head. 

Yes,  monarch!  though  swoet  are  our  home  recollections. 
Though  B«eei  are  the  te.-irs  that  fioii>  tenderness  fall^ 

Thou'-'h  sweet  are  our  frieiidsliips,  our  hoptes,  our  affections, 
Revenge  on  a  tyrant  is  sweetest  of  alll 

Though  the  Last  Glimpse  of  Erin  vrith  Sorrow  I  See. 

The  Words  and  Miisii?  of  tliis  Sons:,  arraneed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
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Tlioooh  the  last  glimpse  of  Erin  with  sorrow  I  see. 

Yet  wherever  thou  art  shall  seem  Erin  to  me;      '•         .  ^    .   . 

In  exile  thy  bosom  shall  siill  he  my  home. 

And  thine  eyes  make  my  climate  wherever  we  roam.  ■"•  f 

.    ,■         To  the  gloom  of  some  desert  or  cold  rocky  shore,  •...■■ 

Where  the  eye  of  tlie  stranger  can  haunt  us  no  more, 
I  will  fly  with  my  Coiilin,  and  think  the  rough  wind  ■'•:' 

Less  rude  than  the  foes  we  leave  f row niiiK  behind. 

And  I'll  iraze  on  thy  gold  hair,  as  graceful  it  wreatlies, 
'  And  hang  o'er  ihy  soft  harp,  as  wii(ll\  it  breathes; 

.       '       Nor  dicail  that  tlie  cold-heiirled  Saxon  will  tear 

Oue  chord  from  that  harp,  or  one  lock  from  that  hair. 

YOU'LL  SOON  FORGET  KATHLEEN.  ■'" 

Tlie  Words  and  Mipic  of  this  Sonp,  arraiiired  lor  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
diess,  po8t-|>aid,  on  rect-ipt  of  40ceni!i.  orlliin  mid  any  two  other  Soiiitr  for  one  Dollar, 
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Oh!  leave  not  your  Kaihlecn,  there's  no  one  can  cheer  her. 
Alone  ill  the  wide  world,  nnpitied  she'll  sigh: 
\  Ami  scenes  th:it  were  loveliest,  when  thou  wert  but  near  hcr, 

<  RecnII  Ihe  sad  vi.*inns  of  days  long  gone  by. 

■     'Tis  vain  that  you  t-ll  me  you'll  never  forsiet  me. 

To  the  land  of  the  sliamrocU  you'il_ ne'er  return  more; 
Far  away  from  your  siirht.  yon  will  rJiase  to  ret-ret  me; 
You'll  soon  fiirget  Kathleen  aid  Erin-go-hragh. 

Oil!  leave  not  the  land,  the  sweer  latid  of  your  childhood. 
Where  joyoiiuly  passed  the  first  da\s  of  our  youth, 
.  Where  joyously  we  wanderi  d  'injii  valley  and  wildwood; 
-    '  '  •  Oh!  these  were  the  bright  dajs  of  innocent  truth. 

"I'is  vaiu  tlint  you  tell  me,  etc. 


HOW    OFT    HAS    THE    BANSHEE    CRIED. 

^nd  for  Free  Calaloijue  of  Sonir  Books,  I/Ctter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
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How  oft  lias  the  banshee  cried,  how  oft  has  death  nntied 
Bright  links  that  glory  wove,  sweet  bonds  enl-  .ined  by  love! 

Peace  to  each  manly  soul  that  plecpeth, 

Kest  to  each  faithful  eve  that  weepeth: 
Long  may  the  fair  and  brave  sigh  o'er  the  hero's  gravel 

We're  falhn  upon  gloomy  days, "star  after £tar  decays. 
Every  bri^lit  mime  that  shed  light  o'er  the  land  is  fled; 

Dark  falls  the  teiir  of  him  who  monrnelU 

Lost  joys  or  liope  that  ne'er  returneth; 
But  brightly  flows  the  tear  wept  o'er  a  hero's  hier. 
Quenched  are  our  beacon-lights— thon,  of  the  hundred  fights; 
Tiiou,  on  whose  burning  tongue  truth,  peace  and  freedom  Luug. 

Both  mute,  but  long  as  valor  shineth, 

On  mercy's  soul  ut  war  repineth, 
So  long  shall  Erin's  pride  tcli  bow  they  lived  and  died. 

MOTHER,    HE'S    GOING    AWAY. 

The|*Vordi<  and  Mu^iic  of  this  t^onii  will  I*  sent  to  any  adiliesn,  post  paid,  on  reoeipl  of  4'> 

cents;  or  this  ami  any  two  other  Snnxs  for  One  l>ollar,  bv  Il<  iiiy  J.  Wchiiiaii, 

130  .K  i:«i  Park  Uow,  New  York)  or  135  W,  Madisou  Stiett,  CbicuKu- 

MoTiiEB-N'ow  what  are  you  crying  for,  Nellyf 

Don't  be  l)lul)l>erii:'  there  like  a  fool— 
•  With  the  weight  o'  the  grief,  faith,  I  tell  yon, 

You'll  break  down  the  three-legged  stool. 
-I  suppose  now  y<Tu're  crying  for  Barney, 

but  don't  b'lieve  a  word  that  he'd  say;  ^ 

lie  tells  nothin'  but  big  lies  and  blarney— 
Sure,  you  know  how  he  sai  v'd  poor  Kale  Kearney. 
jAroHTBR -But,  mother—    M.— Oh,  Iwiherl 

D.— But,  mother,  he's  going  away,  and  I  dreamt  the  other  night 
Uf  his  ghost  all  in  white— ob,  motlier,  hue  going  away.    ' 

M.— If  he's  gom'  away,  all  the  betther— 

Blessed  honr  when  he's  out  of  your  sight; 
There's  one  comfort — you  can't  get  a  letlher, 
For  yez  neither  can  read  or  can  write. 
:  Sure, 'twaS'only  last  week  you  j>rote»ted. 

Since  he  courted  fat  Jenny  MX'ray, 
That  the  sight  of  the  scamp  jou  detested. 
With  abuse,  sure,  vour  tongue  never  rested. 
D.— But,  mother—    M  — Oh,  botherl 
D.— But,  mother,  he's  going  away,  and  I  dream  of  his  ghost. 
Walking  'round  my  bed  post- oh^  mother,  he's  going  away  I 


The 


GARRYOWEN. 


Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonff  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  nn  receipt  of  40 
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LetlBacchus'  son  be  not  dismayed,  but  joiu  with  me  each  jovial  blade; 
C'oufe  booze  and  sing,  and  lend  your  aid  to  help  me  with  the  chorus: 

■Cuonus. 

Instead  of  Spa  we'll  drink  brown  ale,  and  pay  the  reckoning  on  the  nail; 

No  man  fur  debts  shall  go  to  jail  -from  Garryowen  iu  glory. 

We  ptre  the  boys  thtit  take  delight  in  smashing  the  Limerick  lights  when  liL'htinL', 

Thr|>ugh  the  streets  like  sporters  fighting,  and  tearitig  all  before  na.—iJ >ior>i>-. 

We'll  break  windows,  we'll  break  doors,  the  watch  knock  down  hy  ihre<-M  mi  d 

Thea  let  the  dociors  work  their  cures  and  tinker  upour  hruises.— 6'/ia    [loms; 

We'll  l)eat  the  bailiffs  out  of  fun,  we'll  make  the  mayor  and  eheiiffs  run; 

We  Are  the  boys  no  man  dares  dun,  if  he  regards  a  whole  skiQ.- 6'/io/»v. 

Our  hearts  sostont  have  got  us  fame,  for  soon  'tis  known  from  whence  we  came; 

Where'er  we  go  they  dieud  the  name  of  Garryowen  iu  g\ory .— C horus. 

Job  iny  Cornell's  tall  and  straight,  and  in  his  limps  be  is  complnte; 

He'  1  pitch  a  bar  of  any  weight  from  Garryowen  to  Thonioud  date.— Chorum. 

Gar  'yowen  is  gone  to  wrack  since  Johnny  Cornell  went  to  Cork. 

Tbqugh  Darby  O'Brien  lept  over  the  rock  in  spite  of  all  the  soldiers.- CA<»v/«. 

THE    LIMERICK    RACES. 

I  end  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sone  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortnne  Tell- 
ers, Irifk  Books,  Rei-itBtion  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  B.ioks, Sketch  B-'oks, 
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to  I:  enry  J.  Wehinaii,  130  &  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Modiiiuo  Street,  (JUIcuko. 

I'm  a  simple  Irish  lad.  I've  resolved  to  see  some  fun.  sirs; 
So.  ;o  satisfy  my  mind,  to  Limerick  town  I  ce'tne,  sirs. 
Oh.  murtiier!  what  a  precious  place  and  what  a  charming  city, 
Wh  sre  the  boys  are  all  so  free  and  the  girls  ate  all  so  pretty. 

CllOBlS. 

Mnsha  ring  a  ding  a  da,  ri  too  ral  laddy,  oh; 

Musha  ring  a  ding  a  da,  ri  too  ral  laddy,  obi  • 

It  was  on  the  first  of  May  when  I  betian  my  rambles, 

Wh.'ii  everything  was  mere,  both  jaunting  cars  and  gambols; 

I  lo<>ke<t  alont!  the  road,  what  was  lined  with  smiling  faces. 

All  Iriving  off  ding-dons;,  to  go  and  see  the  races.— 6' Aw««. 

So  I  hen  1  was  resolved  to  go  and  see  the  race,  sirs, 

Ani   on  a  coach  and  four  I  neatly  took  ray  place,  sirs, 

Wli  ^n  a  chup  bawis  out  "  behindl  "  and  the  coachman  dcit  a  blow,  siis: 

Fill  li,  he  liii  me  just  u^  fair  as  if  his  eyes  were  in  his  poll,  bUb.— Chorus. 

Si  then  I  had  to  walk,_ahd  make  no  great  delay,  sirs. 

Until  I  reached  the  course,  where  everything  was  gav,  sirs; 

lis  then  I  spied  a  wooden  house,  and  in  the  upper  story 

Tht  bund  struck  up  a  tune,  called  "Garryowen  and  GUiry."—  C horug. 

Thtre  was  fiddlers  playing  jigs,  there  was  lads  and  las.sics  dancing, 

Am  chaps  u|>on  their  iiiigs,  'round  the  course  sure  they  were  prancing; 

Some  WHS  drinking  whiskey  punch,  while  others  bawl'd  out  gaily: 

"  H  irrah  then  for  the  shamrock  green,  and  the  splinter  of  shiilelah,"— rA(/r!<«. 

Tli»re  were  bettors  to  and  fro,  to  see  who  would  win  the  race,  sirs, 

Anc   one  of  the  S|)ortlng  chnps,  of  course,  came  up  to  me,  sirs; 

Say  J  he,  "I'll  bet  yon  fiftt  pounds,  and  I'll  put  it  down  this  minute  " 

"Alt,  then  ten  to  one,"  says  I,  "the  foremost  horse  will  win  il."— Chorus. 

Wlien  the  players  came  to  town,  and  a  funny  set  was  they, 

I  p^id  my  two  thirteens  to  go  and  see  the  play. 

'I'ligv  acted  kings  and  cobblers,  queens,  and  everything  so  gnlly; 

But  I  found  myself  at  home  when  they  struck  np  "Paddy  Carey."— C*/M'"x. 
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now  are  yez,  nie  friends?  Sure,  I  hope  you're  all  well; 
My  cruel  misfortunes  to  you  I  will  tell: 
I  was  born  on  a  Friday,  that  ill-omened  day— 
"He's  a  blundering  blackguard,"  my  father  did  say. 

Chorus. 

Och  lionet  now  ain't  it  a  shame 

To  be  called  Handy  Andy,  when  Andrew's  my  nomer 

My  blunder  the  first,  I  remember  it  yet— 

I  was  sent  to  the  post  office,  letters  to  get. 

"  What  name?"  axed  the  clerk,  us  I  looked  at  bim  sly; 

"That's  none  o'  yer  business,  ye  blackguard,"  says  L— Chorus. 

One  morning  there  lay  about  two  feet  o'  snow; 

Says  my  boss,  "  You  nmst  clear  off  the  jmvemenf,  ye  know." 

He  meant  but  the  snow,  hut  I  cleared  it  complete. 

By  shovelling  the  bricks  wid  the  snow  in  the  street.— 6'/(0r««. 

One  night  I  was  waiter  at  a  party  so  nice; 

They  tould  me  to  put  the  chanii>ngne  in  the  ice. 

I  opened  each  bottle,  and  thought  it  all  right—  .;.  1 

In  the  ice  water  poured  it  and  ruined  it  quite.—  Chorus.  ' 

Says  they,  "Ye  young  stnpid,  see  what  ye  have  done!  .  j' 

You've  B|>oiled  our  chain uagiie,  likewise  all  our  fun; 

(Jo,  bring  in  soda  vVaier.''    Says  I,  "Enough  said." 

Soap  and  water  1  brought,  which  they  threw  at  my  head.— CAoru«. 

Next  I  hired  with  a  farmer  to  work  by  the  year;  .1 

One  day  he  says,  "Give  the  cows  corn  iu  the  ear." 

With  shelled  corn  I  filled  np  the  ears  of  the  cows. 

When  the  farmer  be  kicked  me  straight  out  o'  the  house.— C Aorta. 

One  day  a  man  led  his  horse  np  to  a  fence;  j     .  ■'* 

"  Keep  an  eye  on  him,"  says  be,  "  I'll  give  ye  six  pence." 

But  he  never  paid  me,  'cause  the  horse  took  affright. 

Though  my  eye  was  on  him  till  betiin  out  o' Bight.—  CAontf. 

Then  a  footman  I  was,  to  attend  to  the  door. 

Where  I  had  to  tell  lies  as  I  never  did  before. 

"  Is  yer  masther  at  home?"  one  wild  ax  wid  a  grin; 

"  No,  he  tould  me  to  tell  yez  he  wasn't  just  iu.'"— Chorus. 

At  last,  then,  I  says  to  myself,  "Andy,  dear. 

If  ye  wudn't  be  spiled,  ye  bad  Iwtiher  lave  here." 

Now  I  work  at  railroadin'  and  diggiu'  cuiiawl— 

Au'  when  grog  time  comes  'round,  I  am  there  at  roll-call,— CAoruf. 

DEAR    OLD    IRELAND.  I 
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Deep  in  Canadian  woods  we've  met,  from  one  bright  Island  flown; 

(iieat  is  the  land  we  trend,  but  yet  our  hearts  are  with  our  own.        i 

And  ere  we  leave  this  shanty  small,  while  fades  the  autunin  day,     *  '   . 

We'll  toast  old  Ireland,  dear  old  Ireland;  Ireland,  boys,  hurrah! 

We've  heard  ber  faults  a  hnudred  times,  the  new  ones  and  the  old, 
In  songs  and  sermons,  riinis  and  rhymes  enlarged  s<uiie  fifty  fold;   < 
lint  take  them  all,  the  great  and  smnll,  and  this  we've  got  to  sav: 
Here's  dear  old  Ireland,  good  old  Ireland;  Ireland,  boys,  hurruhl 

We  know  that  brave  and  good  men  tried  to  snap  her  rusty  chain, 

That  (tairiots  suSere<l,  martyrs  died,  and  all,  'tis  said,  in  vain: 

But  no.  boys,  no;  a  glauce  will  show  how  far  they've  won  their,  way; 

Here's  good  old  Ireland,  loved  old  Ireland;  Ireland,  boys,  hurrah! 

We've  seen  the  wedding  and  the  wake,  the  pattern  and  the  fair; 

The  stuff  they  take,  the  fuu  they  make,  and  the  heads  they  break  down  there. 

With  a  loud  hurroo,  and  a  phillalo,  an<l  a  thundering  "clear  the  wuyl  " 

Here's  gay  old  Ireland,  dear  old  Ireland;  Ireland,  boys,  hurrah! 

And  well  we  know,  in  the  cool  gray  eves  when  the  hard  day's  work  is  o'er, 

How  soft  and  sweet  are  the  words  that  greet  the  friends  who  meet  once  idorp; 

With  "Mary  Machree  "  and  "My  Pat  'tis  he,"  and  "My  own  heart  night  and  day  1" 

Ah,  fond  old  Ireland,  dear  old  Ireland;  Ireland,  boys,  hurrali! 

And  happy  and  bright  are  the  groups  that  pass  for  their  |)eacelul  homes  for  miles, 

O'enCeids  and  roads  and  hills  to  mass  when  Sunday  morning  smiles: 

And  deep  the  zeal  their  true  hearis  feel,  when  low  they  kneel  and  pray; 

Oil,  dear  old  Ireland,  blest  old  Ireland;  Ireland,  l>oy8,  hurrah! 

But  deep  in  Canadian  woods  we've  met,  and  never  may  see  again 

The  dear  old  isle  where  our  hearts  are  set  and  our  first  f<ind  hopes  remain; 

But  coiue,  fill  up  another  cup,  and  with  every  sup  let's  say: 

Here's  loved  old  Ireland,  good  old  Ireland,  Ireland,  boys,  hurrah! 

MY    HEART'S   IN    OLD    IRELAND. 
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My  bark  on  the  billow  dashe<I  gloriously  on. 
And  glad  were  the  notes  of  the  sailor  boy's  song; 
Yet  sad  was  my  bosom  and  bursting  with  woe. 
For  my  heart's  in  old  Ireland  wherever  I  go. 
Oh,  my  heart's  in  old  Ireland  wherever  I  go. 

More  dear  than  the  flowers  that  Italy  yields 
Are  the  red-breasied  daisies  that  spangle  thy  fields,  ' 
The  shamrock,  the  hawthorn,  the  white  blopsom  sloe. 
For  my  heart's  in  old  Ireland  wherever  I  go. 

The  stores  they  look  lovely,  yet  cheerless  and  vain 
Bloom  the  lilies  of  France,  and  the  olives  of  .^pain; 
When  I  think  of  the  fields  where  Hie  wild  daisies  grow'. 
Then  my  heart's  in  old  Ireland  wherever  I  go. 

The  lilies  and  roses  abandon  the  plains. 

Though  the  summer's  gone  by,  still  the  shamrock  remains; 

Like  friend  in  misfortune  It  blossoms  o'er  the  snow. 

For  my  heart's  in  old  Ireland  wlierever  I  go, 

I  sigh  and  I  vow,  If  ever  I  get  home, 

No  more  from  my  dear  native  cottage  I'll  ronm; 

The  harp  shall  resound,  and  tlie  goblet  shall  flow,      ' 

For  my  heart's  in  old  Ireland  wherever  I  go. 
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THE    CROPPY   BOY. 

;  ,  '         It  was  early  in  the  spring,  •    '■■■ 

The  araall  Dirils  whislled,  Bweet  did  sing, 
;  ■  ,,,         Changing  tlieirnoteB  from  tree  to  tree:  .'  '/ 

The  song  they  Bung  waB:  Old  Ireland  freel  1 

It  waB  early  laat  Thursday  night,  '                ^ 
The  yoeman  cavalry  gave  me  a  fright; 

The  yoeman  cavalry  was  my  downfall,  ..   .'                        • 

i              When  I  was  taken  to  Lord  Cornwall.  '                              * 

It  was  in  hia  gnard-honse  where  I  was  laid,  i 

And  in  his  parlor  where  I  was  tried; 

My  sentence  passed,  and  my  spirits  low,  •;   • 
..  :  ,         When  to  New  Guinea  I  was  forced  to  go.  ■"    , 

.      When  I  was  idarching  tlirongh  the  street  ^     , - 

The  drums  and  flfee  did  play  so  sweet;  • 

The  drnms  and  fifes  did  so  sweetly  play,     '     ■ 
As  we  were  marching  BO  far  away. 

;.       When  I  was  marching  past  my  father's  door 
i    *    .      My  brother  William  stood  on  the  floor;  - 

My  aged  father  did  grieve  full  e«re,  <'   ■ 

And  my  tender  motuer  her  hair  she  tore. 

When  my  sister  Mary  heard  the  express 
She  ran  down  stairs  in  her  morning  dress. 
Saying:  "Five  hundred  guineas  I  would  lay  down 
To  see  you  march  through  Wexford  town." 

As  I  was  marching  lliFougli  Wexford  slreetl 

My  sister  Mary  I  chanct^d  to  meet;  v 

That  false  yonnn  woman  did  me  betray,  j 

And  for  one  guinea  she  swore  my  life  away.  •  : 

And  when  I  am  dead  and  taken  to  my  grave, 
A  decent  funeral,  pray,  let  me  liave;  .,'";) 

And  over  my  head  plant  a  laurel  tree 
—  In  sweet  remembrance,  remembrance  of  me. 

When  I  was  marching  o'er  Wexford  Hill,  '    t             ;  5 

Oh,  who  could  blame  me  to  cry  my  flilf  v-                 |  •; 

1  loolifd  behind  ine,  I  looked  before,  ",■'..       '  : 

But  my  tender  mother  I  ne'er  eaw  more.  '"■•  ■ 

I  chose  the  dark,  I  chose  the  bine,  '     -                         i. 

I  chose  the  pink  and  the  orange,  too;  ■..'".    .5      • 

>     I  forsook  all  those  and  did  them  deny,  :         i 

I  wore  the  green,  and  for  it  I'd  die.  ,            * 

When  I  was  mounted  on  the  gallowe  high    •       .'      . 

My  aged  father  was  standing  by; 

My  aged  father  did  me  deny, 

And  tlie  name  he  gave  me  was:  The  Croppy  Boy. 

It  was  in  old  Ireland  this  yoang  man  died. 
And  in  old  Ireland  liis  body's  laid; 
•      All  the  good  people  that  do  pass  by. 

Bay :"  Tlie  Lord  liave  mercy  on  tlie  Croppy  Boy  I " 

THE    FENIAN'S   ESCAPE. 

Now,  t>oy8.  If  you  will  listen  to  the  story  I'll  relate, 

I'll  tell  you  of  the  noble  men  who  from  the  foe  eccaped: 

Though  bound  with  Saxon  fetters  in  the  dark  Australian  jail, 

Tliey  struck  a  blow  for  freedom  and  for  Yankee  land  set  sail. 

On  the  17th  of  April  last  the  stars  and  stripes  did  fly  .. 

On  board  the  bars  6'a<a/;)a,  waving  proudly  to  the  sky;  ;  . 

She  showed  the  green  al>ove  tiie  red,  ns  she  did  calmly  lay 

Prejiared  to  take  the  Fenian  ooys  in  safety  o'er  the  sea. 

When  Breslin  and  brave  Desmond  brought  the  prisoners  to  the  shore 

They  gave  one  shout  for  freedom— soon  to  bless  them  evermore— 

And  manned  by  gallant  liearts,  they  pulled  toward  the  Yimkee  flng. 

For  well  they  knew,  from  its  proud  folds  no  tyrant  could  them  drug. 

They  have  nearly  readied  in  safety  the  Catalpa,  taut  and  trim. 

When,  fast  approaching  them,  they  eaw  a  vision  dark  and  dim; 

It  was  the  steamer  Georgette,  and  on  her  deck  there  stood 

One  hundred  hired  assatisins  to  shed  each  patriot's  blood.    ■      - 

The  steamer  reached  the  bounding  bark  and  fired  acroKS  her  bow, 

Tlien  in  load  voice  commanded  that  the  vessel  should  heave  to; 

But  noble  Captain  Anthony  in  thunder  tones  did  cry: 

"  You  dare  not  fire  a  shot  at  that  bright  flag  that  floats  oir  high; 

My  ship  is  sailing  pieacefally  beneath  that  flag  of  stars. 

It's  nianne<i  by  Irish  hearts  of  oak  and  manly  Yankee  tars;  . 

And  that  dear  em  litem  at  the  fore,  so  plam  now  to  be  seen, 

'Tis  the  banner  I'll  protect,  old  Ireland's  flag  of  green." 

The  Britisher  he  sailed  away— from  the  stars  and  stripes  he  ran — 
He  knew  his  chance  was  slim  to  fight  the  boys  of  Uncle  Sam; 
So  Hogan,  Wilson,  Harrington,  with  Darragli  off  did  go, 
With  Hasseit  and  bold  Cranston,  soon  to  whip  the  Saxon  foe. 
Here's  luck  to  that  noble  captain,  who  well  these  men  did  free. 
Be  dared  the  English  man-of-war  to  fight  biui  on  the  sea; 
And  here's  to  that  dear  emblem  wliich  in  triumph  shall  he  seen. 
The  flag  for  which  those  patriots  fought,  deur  Ireland's  flag  of  green. 

RICH   AND    RARE    WERE    THE    GEMS. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Song,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresn,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  <  >np  I>"rlar, 
by  HeniT  J.  Wehman,  130  A  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  CliK-aaro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catuloftue  of  SunRS,  S..iiK  lluuks. 
Sheet  Music,  Qeimati  Suug  Books,  Letter  Writeis,  Druam  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Rich  and  rare  wer^the  gems  she  wore. 

And  a  bright  gold  ring  on  her  wand  she  bore; 

But,  oh,  her  beauty  was  far  beyond 

Her  sparkling  gems  or  snow-wnite  wand. 
.-•■  ■  **  Lady,  dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray 

^  .  So  lone  and  lovely  through  this  bleak  wayf 

Are  Erin's  sons  so  good  or  so  cold 

As  not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold? " 

•.  "  Sir  Knight,  I  feel  not  the  least  alarm; 

No  sonof  Erin  will  offer  me  harm. 
For  thoueb  they  love  woman  and  golden  store, 
Sir  Knight,  they  love  honor  and  virtue  more." 

On  she  went,  and  her  maiden  smile 
In  safety  lighted  her  'round  the  green  Isle;       .  ■,     .  .    ,     ' 
i;:"  And  blest  forever  is  she  who  relied  ,     ■■..;■./ 

Upon  Erin's  honor  and  Erin's  pride. 


>  V.-' 


SHE   IS   FAR   FROM   THE   LA^^. 
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She  is  far  from  the  land  where  her  young  hero  sleeps, 
■    .*  And  lovers  are  'round  her  sighing; 

:.  •      But  coldly  slie  tarns  from  their  gaze  and  weeps, 

For  her  heart  in  his  grave  is  lying. 
She  sings  the  wild  songs  of  her  dear  native  plains,     ,   ■'.*    \: 
Every  note  which  he  loved  awaking;  "     ■    '■• 

Ah,  tittle  they  think  who  delight  in  ttieir  strains,  ■',    ■ 

How  the  heart  of  the  minstrel  is  breaking.  ■<  '  . 

.      ..,  He  had  lived  for  his  love,  for  his  country  he  died,      .  1       ?' 

They  were  all  that  to  life  had  entwined  him;  ,    ,,».   : 

Nor  soon  shall  the  tears  of  Ills  couniry  be  dried,  '   ■■■.• 

Nor  long  will  his  love  stay  behind  him.  -V' 

Oh,  make  her  a  grave  where  the  sunbeams  rest,  ■ . '  •,_■-  . 

When  they  promise  a  glorious  morrow;  ,  .^" 

They'll  shine  o'er  her  sleep  like  a  smile  from  the  Weiti,^"       ^ 
^  From  her  own  loved  island  of  sorrow.  -  .",       -~ 

THE    TAN.YARD    SIDE. 
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I  am  a  rambling  hero,  by  love  I  am  ensnared; 
Near  to  the  town  of  Bollitrglass  there  dwells  a  comely  maid. 
She's  fairer  than  Diana  bright,  she's  free  from  earthly  pride. 
She's  a  lovely  maid — her  dwelling  place  lies  near  tiie  tan-yard  side. 

I  st(fod  in  meditation,  I  viewed  her  o'er  and  o'er;  ' 

I  thonght  she  was  Aurora  bright,  descending  down  so  low. 
"No,  no,  kind  sir,  I'm  a  country  girl,"  she  modestly  replied;-  • 
"  I  labor  daily  for  my  bread  down  by  the  tan-yard  side." 

Her  golden  hair,  in  ringlets  rare,  hanes  o'er  her  snowy  neck, 
'i'he  Killing  glances  of  her  eyes  woula  save  a  ship  from  wreck; 
Her  two  brown,  sparkling  eyes,  and  her  teeth  like  ivory  white. 
Would  make  a  man  become  her  slave  down  by  the  tan-yard  »ide. 

For  twelve  long  months  we  courted,  till  at  length  we  did  agree 

For  to  acquaint  her  parents  and  married  we  would  be; 

Till  at  length  her  cruel  father  to  me  he  proved  unkind. 

Which  makes  me  sail  across  the  seas  and  leave  my  true  love  behind. 

'  ^".     Farewell,  my  aged  parents,  and  to  you  I  bid  adieu; 

I'm  crossing  the  main  ocean,  dear,  for  the  sake  of  yon;    ._;  ■     * '. 
But  if  ever  I  return  again  I  will  make  you  my  bride. 
And  I'll  roll  you  in  my  arms  down  by  the  tan-yard  ^ide. 


THE    PRETTY    MAID    MILKING    HER    COW. 
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It  being  on  a  flne  summer's  morning. 

As  birds  sweetly  tuned  on-eacli  bough, 
I  lieard  a  fair  maid  sing  most  charming,  .  •■ , 

As  she  sat  a-milking  her  cow;  -    '     ^''  ■ 

^      Her  voice  was  enchanting— melodious, 
Whicli  left  me  scarce  aole  to  go; 
My  heart  it  was  soothed  in  solace,  -'     r 

, -\  :  ,  ^      By  tlie  pretty  maid  milking  lier  cow.  , 

With  courtesy  I  did  salute  her:  ■    \ 

'       '  "Good-morrow,  most  amial>le  maid, 

I  am  your  captive  slave  for  the  fiitnre."  . . .     • 

"Kind  sir,  do  not  hunter,"  she  said,  -^  "- 

"I  am  not  such  a  precious  rare  jewel. 

That  I  should  enamour  you  so;  '  i         . 

I  am  but  a  plain  country  girl,"  ",    '.• 

Said  this  pretty  maid  milking  her  cow.  .'•    . 

"The  Indies  afford  no  such  jewel. 

So  precious  and  transparent  clear; 
Oh,  do  not  refuse  to  be  my  jewel,  •  . 

But  consent  and  love  me,  my  dear.  '' .  • 

Take  pity  and  trrant  my  desire,  ^ 

' '■'.  Ana  leave  me  no  longer  in  woe;  ■■;'■ 

Oh,  love  me,  or  else  I'll  expire,  V   - 

y  Sweet  colleen  dliae  crutliin  amoe." 

"I  don't  niiderstnnd  what  yon  mean,  sir,  .  - ;.'       - 

I  never  was  a  slave  yet  to  love:  :■  • 

•               These  emotions  I  cannot  experience,  ■■    .<' 

So,  I  pray,  these  affections  remove.  *       .  •.     . 

To  marry,  I  can  asi-ure  you,                        •  ■  .••. 

That  state  I  will  not  jindergo:  '•* 

So.  young  man,  I  pray,  yon  will  excuse  me," 

Said  this  pretty  maid  milking  her  cow.  ,,'  ' 

"Had  I  the  wealth  of  great  Omar,  ■•*.      ' 

Or  all  on  the  African  shoie,  ,i       ; 

Or  liad  I  great  Devonsliire's  treasure,  -   ; 

Or  had  I  ten  thousand  times  more;      -  V      ' 

Or  had  I  the  lamp  of  Aladdin,  .-     ■' 

And  had  I  his  genius  also —  -  -  -  ■ 

I'd  rather  live  poor  on  a  mountain.  ■       ■'■ 

With  colleen  dhas  cruthin  amoe." 

"  I  beg  you,  witlidraw  and  don't  tease  me,  *- 

■'  '  .  I  cannot  consent  unto  thee;  *  ■.      . 

I  prefer  to  live  single  and  airy 

Till  more  of  the  world  I  see.  "         "  '      ., 

New  cares  they  would  me  embarass,  f    ..'■»'-" 

*.  Beside,  sir,  my  fortune  is  low;  <i  ■-.     *' 

Until  I  get  rich  I'll  not  marry,"  '  *  .. 

Said  the  colleen  dlias  crutliin  amoe.  '      /.   ••   '  ..* 

"A  y'oung  maid  is  like  a  ship  sailing;  '♦     ■ 

She  don't  know  how  long  she  may  steer,     /        •  .     - 
For  ill  every  blast  She  is  in  danger. 
So  consent  and  love  me,  my  dear.       .     ■ 
.;     For  riches  I  care  not  a  farthing. 

Your  affection  I  want,  and  no  more; 
■.  ,,   .  In  wedlock  I  wish  to  bind  >ou,  -, 

Sweet  colleen  dhns  cmthin  amoe. 


ts> 
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THE    MAID    OF    ERIN. 


I- 


hdUKlitii  (teliKht.  to  wander  upon  a  distant,  shore, 
•re  lovely,  fair  and  tender  la  slie  whom  1  adore; 
Ileaven,  lt«  hleesunge  sparing,  on  her  bestow  tliem  free, 
lovely  maid  of  Erin  who  sweetly  sang  to  me. 
fortune  fixed  my  station  in  some  propitious  hour, 
monarch  of  a  nation,  endowed  with  wealth  and  power; 
wealtli  and  power  shariug,  my  peerless  queeu  should  be, 
lovely  maid  of  £riu  who  sweetly  sung  to  me. 
ough  the  restless  ocean  may  lone  l>etween  us  roar. 
While  my  heart  has  motion.  sheMI  lodge  within  ita  core; 
jartless  and  endearing  and  mild  and  young  is  she, 
lovely  raitid  of  Erin  that  sweetly  saug  to  me. 
n  fate  gives  intimation  that  my  last  hour  is  nigh, 
I  J  placid  resignation  ril-lay  me  down  and  die; 
Foil  i  hope  inv  bosom  cheering,  that  I  in  Heaven  shall  see 
The  lovely  maid  of  Erin  thil  sweetly  sang  to  me. 

Emmet's  Farewell  to  His  True  Love. 

8«rid  for  Free  CatalnRue  of  Soner  Books,  letter  Wrlt*r«,  Dream  Bookg.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Triolt  Bi'Oks,  Retitutlon  noi>t.8,  Pt-nny  Ralladg.Call  B<h)U8,  Joke  B..oUii,Sl(Pt(»K  R'toka, 
Ktanip  Speed. eB,  Iilsli  Sontf  Books.  Cook  BookM,  Booka  of  Aniu.-wment,  Si.e«>l  Mii«io.  etc.. 

to  Henry  J.  Wehinaii.  130  &  laa  Park  Bow,  Mew  York;  or  125  W.  MAdlwu  Street.  Chicago. 

Ffrewell,  love,  farewell,  love;  I  now  must  leave  you; 
j.  The  pale  moon  is  shining  her  last  beam  on  me. 

I       '      ■    ]i  truth,  I  do  declare,  I  never  deceived  you, 
t  For  it's  next  to  my  heart  is  deur  Eriu  and  thee. 

I  D  aw  near  to  my  bosom,  my  tirst  and  fond  true  love, 

'  And  cherish  the  heart  tlint  lieats  only  for  thee; 

A  id  let  my  cold  grave  with  green  laurels  !«  strewn,  love, 

Pur  I'll  die  for  my  country,  deur  Eriu,  and  thee. 
O  I.  never  again  in  the  moonlight  we  11  roam,  love, 

(Vheu  the  birds  are  at  rest  and  the  stars  they  do  shine; 
O  I,  never  again  shall  I  kiss  thy  sweet  lipe,  love. 

Or  wander  by  etreumlets  witti  thy  hands  preesed  in  mine. 

0  I,  should  a  mother's  love  make  all  others  /oisake  me, 
L>li,  give  me  a  promise  before  that  I  die, 

T  lat  you'll  come  to  my  grave  when  iO>  other*  forsake  me, 

And  tliere  with  the  soft  winds  breutli  sigli  then  for  sigh. 
U  J  hour  is  approachlne,  let  me  takeone  fund  look,  love, 

And  watch  thy  pure  beauty  till  my  soul  does  depart; 
L  it  thy  ringlets  fall  on  my  face  and  brow,  love, 

ODraw  near  till  I  press  thee  to  my  fond  and  true  heart. 
Farewell,  love,  farewell,  love;  the  words  are  now  spoken; 

*rhe  pale  moon  is  shining  Iht  la.«t  beams  on  inc. 
rirewell,  love,  farewell,  love;  I  hear  the  death  token, 

Never  more  iu  this  world  your  Eiumet  you'll  see. 

NELL  FLAUGHERTT'S   DRAKE. 

Send  for  ^ree  Cataloi^ue  of  Sons  Books,  I/ctter  Writers.  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
er*. Trick  Books,  Recitation  Dooks,  Penny  BallaiU.  Call  Books.  Joke  B  ><>ka.  Sketch  Books, 
itu'tiiD  Speecliea,  Iilfh  Sonu  Books.  Cook  B<>oks,  Books  of  Amuseinent,  Siieet  Mtirtc.  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehiuau,  V»&V»  Park  Row,  New  Yurk;  or  126  W.  Uadlmu  Street,  Chicago. 

[  tA  y  name  it  is  Nell,  riglit  candid  I  tell, 

('  And  I  live  near  a  cool  hill  I  never  will  deny; 

I  lad  a  large  drake,  the  truth  for  to  spake. 
My  grandfather  left  me  when  going  to  die. 
I      '  B  9  was  merry  and  sound  and  would  weiuh  twenty  pound, 

;  The  universe  'round  would  I  rove  for  his  sake; 

<  .  B  id  lock  to  the  robber,  be  he  drunken  or  solwr, 

•'  That  murdered  Nell  Fiaugherty's  beautiful  drake. 

I  G  Is  neck  it  was  green  and  rare  to  be  seen, 

[  He  was  fit  (or  a  queeu  of  the  highest  degree; 

\  E  Is  body  so  white  it  would  you  delielit, 

j  He  was  fat,  plump  and  heavy,  and  brisk  as  a  lice. 

I  »     T  lis  dear  little  fellow,  his  legs  they  were  yellow,     , 

:  Hs  could  fly  like  a  swallow  or  swim  like  a  hake; 

B  It  some  wicked  hubbuge,  to  grease  bis  white  c&bbage. 

Has  murdered  Nell  Flangberty 'a  drake. 
>!  *T  his  pig  never  grunt,  may  his  cat  never  hunt, 
nriial  a  L'host  may  him  haunt  in  the  dark  of  the  night; 
it  ay  hie  hens  never  lay,  may  his  horse  never  neigh, 
May  his  Koat  fly  away  like  an  old  paper  kite; 

1  ay  his  duck  never  quack,  may  his  goose  t>e  turned  black 
And  pull  down  his  stack  with  her  long  j'ellow  beak; 

»  ay  the  scurvy  and  itch  never  part  from  the  britch 

Of  tlie  wretch  that  murdered  Nell  Fiaugherty's  drake. 
JL  ay  bis  rooster  ne'er  crow,  may  his  bellows  not  blow. 

Nor  potatoes  to  grow— may  he  never  have  none— 
li!  ay  his  cradle  not  rock,  may  his  chest  have  no  lock. 

May  bis  wife  have  no  frock  for  to  shade  her  back  tione; 
T  iial  the  bugs  and  the  fli-as  may  this  wicket)  wretch  tease. 

And  a  piercing  north  breeze  make  him  tremble  and  shake; 
fi  ay  a  four-year  old  bug  build  a  nest  in  the  lug 

Uf  the  monster  that  murdered  Nell  Fiaugherty's  drake. 

K  ay  his  pipe  never  smoke,  may  bis  tea-pot  be  broke. 

And  to  add  to  the  joke,  may  his  kettle  not  boil; 
li  ay  he  l>e  poorly  fed  till  the  bour  he  is  dead,  ^ 

May  be  always  be  fed  on  loltscoiise  and  fish  oil; 
\  ay  he  swell  with  the  gout  till  bis  grinders  fall  out, 

May  be  roar,  bowl  and  shout  uiilra  horrid  toothache; 

>  ay  his  temple  wear  hVrns  and  bis  toes  corns. 
The  wretch  that  murdered  J^ell  Fiaugherty's  drake. 

&  ay  bis  dog  yelp  and  bowl  with  both  hunger  and  cold. 
May  hirt  wife  always  scold  till  his  brains  t!0  astray; 

>  ay  the  curse  of  each  hag  that  ever  carried  a  bag 
Light  down  on  the  wag  till  bis  head  it  turns  eray; 

S  ay  monkeys  still  bite  him  and  mad  dogs  affright  him. 

And  every  one  slight  bim,  asleep  or  awake; 
"h  !ay  was|>s  ever  gnaw  him  and  jiickdaws  ever  claw  him, 

The  monster  that  murdered  Nell  Fiaugherty's  drake. 

I  nt  the  only  good  news  I  have  to  diffuse 

Is  of  Peter  Hughs  and  Paddy  McCade, 
i  nd  crooked  Ned  Manson  and  big-nosed  Bob  Ilanaon, 

Each  one  had  a  grandson  of  my  Iteautiful  drake. 
C  h,  my  birii  be  has  dozens  of  nephews  and  cousins,  .    .       - 

And  one  I  must  have,  or  my  heart  it  will  break, 
1  o  keep  my  mind  easy,  or  else  I'd  run  crazy. 

And  so  ends  the  song  of  my  beautiful  drake. 


RETURN    OF    PAT   MALLOY. 

Send  for  Free  OataloKue  of  Sonsr  Books,  Ixjtter  Writers,  Uream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Recitation  Booka,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Juke  B.>oks,8ketcli  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Souk  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  .\niuseineiit,  Si'eet  Mii.ir.  etc.. 
to  Henry  J.  Wehiuau,  UO  &  vm  I'ark  Row,  New  York;  or  125  VV.  Hadisou  Street,  Chicugc^ 

When  landed  safe  in  Dublin  town  I  met  a  castle  hack; 

The  boots  u|)on  my  feet  be  eyed,  and  the  clotiies  upon  my  btick. 

He  says:  '"K'ou're  from  America,  vou  look  so  neat  and  trim; 

Just  let  me  see  your  letters,  shr "  I  iiaiided  one  to  liim. 

He  says:  "  It's  from  O'Muliony,"  aiid  says  I:  "  You  funny  elf, 

'Tis  a  letter  for  my  own  sweet  Moll  I'm  taking  home  inys«*lf." 

He  says:  "You  are  a  Fenian."    Snys  I,  "  You'ie  right,  old  boy; 

For  ould  Ireland  Is  my  country,  and  my  name  is  Put  Malloy." 

He  had  me  then  examined  and  he  snys:  "  My  nice  young  man, 

What  brought  you  liome  to  Ireland]'  Was  it  the  Fenian  plan?  " 

"The  ship  it  brought  me  liome,"  t<u}s  I,  "and  Fenians  all  agree 

That  from  sweet  Atlilone  to  Blarney  Stone  ould  Ireland  shall  be  free; 

But  was  it  not  for  Molly's  eyes  that's  sticking  in  my  heart. 

An'  me  mother  an'  the  childer,  too,  oh,  sure  they  had  their  part; 

I'll  take  them  to  America,  and  then  look  out,  my  boy. 

For  ould  Ireland  is  my  country,  and  luy  uuuie  is  Pal  Slulloy." 

But  when  I  met  my  Molly  dear  she  kissed  me  o'er  and  o'er, 
8lie  could  not  luugli  for  crying,  .is  I  gave  her  gooid  galore. 
"It's  your  own,  my  dearest  Moliy,  for  I  knew  you  would  prove  true; 
Every  pound  I  sent  my  mother  I  put  by  two  for  you: 
'  And  now  you  have  the  shiners,  Moll,  and  will  you  take  myself? ' 
She  blushed  and  whispered:  "Yes,  dear  Pat,  I'm  yours,  but  not  for  pelf," 
We  got  my  mother's  blessing,  and  it  filled  my  heart  Willi  joy,  i 

For  ould  Ireland  is  my  country,  and  my  name  is  Pat  Muliby.  :. .-  j 

Early  the  next  moruintr,  sure,  we  went  to  Father  Boyce.  r 

"'i'liat  rib,"  says  he,  wid  a  wink  at  me,  "It  is  u  piirty  choice."  ' 

"And  mighty  strong  it  is,"  says  I;  "my  heart,  sine,  knows  it  bct-t; 
Thiee  years  or  more,  with  thuuibs  galore,  she  mude  it  thrash  my  breast. 
These  eyes  are  mighty  killing,  sir,  but  now  they  are  my  ow  n; 
For  four  long  years,  when  fur  frum  home,  they  made  me  cry,  och  iione! 
And  now  I  ask  your  blecfing,  sir,  for  to  complete  my  joy. 
For  ould  Ireland  is  my  coniiiiy,  aud  my  name  is  Pat  Malloy."  ) 

Now  my  mother's  in  her  rockinji-chair,  Iter  cbildcr  pay  the  rint. 
In  NiW  York,  relieved  from  woik,  each  bappy  hour  is  siiint;  I 

And,  free  from  every  toil  and  cure,  her  lieari  is  light  and  free;        ''  v 
Siie  sings  a  good  old  Irish  song,  with  young  Pat  on  her  knee.  j 

And  Molly,  lovely  Moby,  sure,. be  is  iier  heart's  deiiuhi;  ' 

She  sintis  and  talks  and  i>!u\8  with  bim,  both  morning.  n<»>n  and  niL'ht. 
Ami  says:  "  He's  his  daddy's  picture,"  ond  she  calls  bim  Imt  dar.ing  boy, 
For  he  was  boru  iu  ouid  lieluud,  and  his  uumu  it  isMudoy. 

GREEN   LITTLE    SHAMROCK    OF   IRELAND. 

Send  for  Free  Cataloiyne  of  Sone  Books.  I.ittor  Wi  iters.  Drenm  R<K>kR.  Fortune  Tell- 
trs, Trick  Books.  Recitntion  ltoo>  n.  Penny  lliill.iils.  C.ill  Books.  Joke  B'Oks,  Sketch  Rioks, 
Sivimp  Speeches.  lii>h  S'liif  Iiook.>i.  ("ook  H.^oks.  Books  of  Ainuscineut,  Siect  Music,  etc.. 
to  Heniy  J.  VVebnian,  130  &  Vi'i  Park  Row,  New  Yurk;  or  12o  W.  Hatlisou  Street, Cluua(;u. 

There's  a  dear  litile  plant  that  grows  in  our  isle, 
'Twae  Saint  Palriclc  himself,  sure,  that  8«t  it; 
And  the  sun  on  bis  labor  with  pleasure  did  smile,  '"  \ 

And  with  dew  from  bis  eye  often  wet  it.  •        I 

It  thrives  through  the  bog,  through  tlie  brake,  through  the  mireland, 
Aud  he  called  it  the  dear  little  shamrock  of  Ireland; 

The  sweet  little  shamrock,  the  dear  little  shamrock. 
The  sweet  little,  green  little  shamrock  of  Ireluud. 

This  dear  little  plant  still  grows  in  our  laud,  .;. 

Fresh  aud  fair  as  the  daiightei'.4  of  Erin, 
Whose  smiles  can  l)ewitch,  whose  eics  can  command. 

In  each  climate  that  they  nifty  niiptar  in; 
And  sliine  through  the  bog,  through'tbe  brake,  through  the  mirclaud. 
Just  like  their  own  dear  little  sbaiiirock  of  Ireland. 

The  sweet  little  stiamrock,  the  dear  lii tie  shamrock, 

The  sweet  little,  green  little  sliumrock  of  Ireland.     '  '    ' 

This  dear  little  plant  that  sprinu'S  from  our  soil. 

When  its  three  little  leaves  are  extended. 
Denotes  from  oue  stalk  we  together  ehoiild  toil,  • 

And  ourselves  by  ourselves  i)e  befiiended; 
And  still  through  the  bog,  through  (Tie  brake,  thronsih  the  mireland, 
From  one  root  should  brunch,  like  the  shamrock  of  Ireland. 

The  sweet  litile  shamrock,  the  dear  little  shamrock,      J^:-.: 
The  eweet  little,  gieeu  little  ehauirock  of  Erin.      ,       /■>'■' 

BARNEY    O'HEA.  ^ 

Rend  for  Free  CataloRue  of  Sontr  Books,  I>etter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Recitation  Books,  Penny  Ballaits.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books, Sketch  B'xiks, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sonir  Books.  Cook  B'>oks,  Books  of  Amusement.  fii'Cet  Music,  etc., 
to  Heury  J.  Wehiiian,  UO  ft  1S2  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago. 

Now  let  me  alone,  though  I  know  you  won't, 

I  know  you  won't,  I  know  you  won't;  ■    '      .' 

Now  let  me  alone,  thouirh  I  know  you  won't. 

Impudent  Barney  O'Hea. 
It  makes  me  outrageous  when  you're  so  contiicioiis. 

You'd  better  look  out  for  the  stout  Coriiey  Cieagh; 
For  he  is  the  boy  that  believes  I'm  his  jrty, 
8o  you'd  better  behave  yourself,  Barney  O'llea. 
Impudent  Barney,  none  of  your  blarney, 

Iinpuilcnt  JJarney  O'llea,  •    ' 

I  hope  you  are  not  going  to  Brandon  fair. 

To  Brandim  fair,  to  Brandon  fair; 

For  sure  I'm  not  wnntinu  to  meet  you  (here, 

Inipiidfiit  Barney  O'Hea. 
For  Comey's  at  Cork,  and  my  brother's  at  work. 

And  my  mothiT  sits  si)iniiing  at  home  all  the  day; 
So  no  one  will  he  there,  of  me  to  take  cure. 
And  1  hope  you  won't  follow  me,  Barne>  O'llea, 
Impudent  Barney  O'Hea. 

When  I  got  to  the  fair,  sure,  the  first  I  met  tliere. 
The  first  I  met  there,  the  first  I  met  there— 
Wlien  I  got  to  the  fair,  the  first  I  nn  t  there 
■    ,  Was  impudent  Barney  O'llca. 

'  Be  bothered  and  leased  me,  thoui:b  somehow  he  pleased  me. 
Till  at  last— oh,  the  saints — what  will  noor  Corney  say  f 
But  I  think  llie  boy's  honevt,  so  on  Sunuay  I've  promised,  ■/- , 
For  letter  or  worse,  to  take  Barney  O'Uea. 
'  ".  Impudent  Bnrncy,  so  Bweet  was  his  barney,        ..-.  ^\    .* 

Impudent  Barney  O  Ilea. 


^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^01 
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THOSE    SINGLE    DAYS    OF    OLD. 

Send  for-  Free  Cataloprue  of  Sontr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ern,  Trick  Books.  Reoitntion  Books.  Pwiiiy  BullailB.  Call  Books.  Joke  B..oUr, Sketch  B'lokd, 
Stump  Spoeclies,  Iri!<li  S'iii(t  Books.  Cook  Hooks,  Books  of  AinUHcmeiit.  SliCet  Miicie.  etc.. 
to  Henry  J.  VVehiiiau,  130  &  132  Park  Bow,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street, ChicaKO. 

Those  eiiiglc  days,  or  days  of  old,  when  I  knew  no  care  or  strife, 

Fortune-tellers  false  tales  have  told,  whtu  love  made  nie  a  bride; 

Soon  I  found  love  l)Ht  a  dream  and  miirriiige  made  love  cold, 

llow  differeut  I  find  wedded  days  to  those  eiugle  days  of  old.  '  ^ 

Those  single  days,  or  days  of  old,  when  I  knew  no  care  or  strife, 

My  whims  and  frets  he  hiiiuured,  ami  all  I  did  was  ri^'ht; 

Now  every thiiig  I  do  is  wrong,  he  is  disiaiit,  cross  and  cold, 

How  different  1  find  wedded  days  lo  those  siugU;  days  of  old. 

He  always  has  an  appointment  made  and  an  excuse  to  slay  away, 

He  leaves  nie  alone  at  ui^ht  and  leaves  me  alone  all  day; 

He  takc!»  his  love  with  hiiii  now,  to  another  pirl's  house  he  goes, 

llow  different  I  find  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old. 

My  courage  failed,  my  health  gave  way,  he  thouglit  that  I  would  die. 

It  brought  the  rover  home  a_'ain,  with  a  tear  in  both  his  eyes; 

Hi-*  home  he  loves,  he  makes  amends,  he  is  scarce  ever  from  my  fidi;— 

How  much  more  blessed  ore  wedded  days  to  those  single  days  of  old. 

^  THE    STAR    OF    GLENGARY. 

S^iitJ  for  Free  Catali>(rne  of  Sonir  Books,  Left<>r  Wiit^rs.  Dream  Books.  Ftrrtune  Tell- 
em.  Thek  Books.  Re<'ltutiun  Books.  Permy  Ballads,  (^ull  Books.  Joke  B  •okB,Sketeh  Books, 
Stiniip  S(ieeol'es.  IiInIi  Sonir  Books.  Cook  BoukH.  Bo.iks  of  Anni.xooiHiit.  Sdeet  MiiMo.  etc., 
to  Ueury  J.  Wehiiian,  13U  3c  132  Pai-k  Uonr,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madiaou  Street,  ChicitKO. 

The  red  morn  is  up  on  the  moss-covered  mountain. 

The  hour  is  at  hand  when  I  i/romised  to  rove 
With  the  turf -culler's  daughter,  by  Logan's  bright  water, 
'  And  tell  het  how  truly  her  Donald  Can  love. 

•  -    •  I  ken  there's  Ihe  miller,  with  plenty  o' siller,        ■     ■■    ^ 

Would  fain  win  a  glance  from  her  beautifuhe'e.  ":'  -•' 

She's  my  ain  bonnv  Mnry,  the  t^tar  of  Glenuary, 
',      •  Keeps  all  her  soft  smiles  and  sweet  kisses  for  me; 

-..    .  ■  She's  my  ain  bonny  Mary,  the  giar  of  Gleugary, 

Keeps  ail  lier  Buft  smiles  and  sweet  Uisees  for  me. 

'Tis  lor.g  since  we  troi' o'er  the  highlands  together,  ,  . 

Two  frolicsome  bairijs,  gayly  starting  the  deer; 
When  1  called  her  my  wee  wife,  my  ain  bonny  wee  wife, 

And  ne'er  was  sic  joys  as  when  Mary  was  there. 
For  she  is  a  blossom  1  wear  in  n)y  bosom, 

A  blossom  I  cherish  and  wear  till  I  d'e;  <i 

She's  my  ain  bonny  Mary,  the  star  of  Glengary, 

She  is  health,  she  is  Wealth,  and  a  gude  wife  to  me; 
.'.^     ';       She's  my  ain  bonny  Mary,  the  star  of  Gleni;«iy, 

Slie  is  liealth,  she  is  wealth,  and  a  gude  w  jfe  to  me.      • '■ 

THE    GREEN    LINNET. 
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Curiosity  bore  a  young  native  of  Erin 
.  .  To  view  the  gay  banks  of  the  Rhine, 

•  ■   '  When  an  empress  he  saw,  and  the  robe  she  was  wearing  • .'    .' 
.•  ■            All  over  vMth  diamonds  did  shine. 

A  goddess  in  splendor  was  never  yet  seen  .  ..     \ 

To  equal  this  fair  one  80  mild  and  serene. 
In  soft  murmurs  she  says:  My  sweet  linntt  so  green,  ^ 

■^ .  Are  you  gone— will  1  never  see  you  more? 

The  cold,  lofty  Alps  you  freely  went  over, 
.   ',  Which  nature  had  placed  in  your  way, 

Tliat  Marengo  Saloney  arouud  you  did  hover,     .      .    - 
.      ',  And  Paris  did  rejoice  the  next  day.  ■" 

■.  It  giieves  me  the  liardships  you  did  undergo, 

Over  mountains  you  traveled  all  covered  with  enow; 
,•     .  ■      The  balance  of  power  yonr  courage  laid  low,  -  .'  " 

•  V  Are  you  gone— will  I  never  see  you  mure?  • 

The  crowtied  head.-*  of  Europe,  when  you  were  In  epJendor, 
Fain  would  ihcy  have  you  submit: 
•-:  .'■•".         But  the  GiHldess  of  Freedom  soon  bill  thein  surrender,  :  ^ 

■.■.■;"..'  And  lowered  the  staudard  to  your  wit. 

.-V    .     *  Old  Frederick's  colors  lif  France  you  did  bring,  '    .  ' 

Yet  his  offspring  found  shelter  under  your  wing; 
That  year  in  Virginia  you  eweeily  did  sing. 
Are  you  gone— will  1  never  see  you  more?         ■  ■. 

^  That  numbers  of  men  are  eager  to  slay  you,  *  '    . 

■  ,  Their  malice  you  viewed  with  a  smile; 

' ,  '  ■>  Tlieir  gold  through  all  Euroj)e  they  sowed  lo  betray  you, 

•  And  they  joined  the  Mamelukes  on  the  Nile. 

.     :.       Like  ravens  for  blood  their  vile  irassioii  did  hnrn. 

The  orphans  they  slew  and  caused  the  widow  lo  moiirii; 
They  say  my  linnet's  goue  and  ne'er  will  retui  II,  '    >- 

Is  he  gone— will  I  never  Eee  him  more?  •:   ., 

■'   -  When  Ihe  trumpet  of  war  the  grand  blast  was  soimding, 

You  marclied  to  the  North  with  good  will: 
.  •■-  To  relieve  the  poor  slaves  in  their  vile  sack  clothing 

You  used  your  exertion  and  skill. 
You  spread  out  the  wings  of  your  envied  train,  •'  .'    ". 

While  tyrants  great  Caesar's  old  nest  sei  in  flames; 
Their  own  subjects  I  hey  catteed  to  eat  herbs  on  tlie  plains, 
■■],  Are  you  goue— will  I  never  see  you  more? 

In  great  Waterloo,  where  numbers  laid  sprawling 
'.'  In  every  field,  high  or  low. 

Fame  on  her  trumpets  true  Frenchmen  were  calling. 

Fresh  laurels  to  place  on  her  brow. 
Usurper  did  tremble  to  hear  the  loud  cal). 
The  third  old  Babe's  new  buildings  did  fall,  ■.-'"'' 

The  Spaniards  their  fleet  in  the  harbor  did  call,  '      .       . 

Are  you  gone — I  will  never  see  you  more.  '     :.      •" 

I'll  roam  through  the  deserts  of  wild  Abyssinia, 

And  yet  find  no  cure  for  my  pain;  •  > 

Will  I  go  and  inquire  in  the  isle  of  St.  n^Ienaf  ,■    ■  .. . 

No,  we  will  whisper  in  vain.     .  •-•,.,'  •  • '.  -h 

Tell  me.  you  critics,  now  tell  me  in  time,  v   ;-      -    > 

The  nailon  I  will  ranee  my  sweet  liimet  to  find;        ^-"l  ■.  .•  '•  •':.'/ 
Wa«  he  slain  at  Waterloo,  on  Elba,  on  the  Rhine?    '      '-■''■'■'"    "       • 
If  he  was— I  will  never  see  him  more. 


MOLLY    BAWN. 
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Oh,  Molly  Baw  II,  why  leave  me  pining, 

Or  lonely  waiting  here  for  ^on,  ^ . 

While  the  stars  above  are  brightly  shining,  "      '.•. 

.      *  Because  they've  nothing  else  to  do?  .  ■     • 

The  flowers  late  were  open  keeping,  | 

To  try  a  rival  blush  with  you:  '  ,. 

.'  .         But  their  mother,  nature,  kept  them  sleeping. 

Will* their  rosy  faces  washed  in  dew. 

■  ■  -  .  The  pretty  flowers  were  made  to  bloom,  dear, 
'.  And  the  pretty  stars  weie  made  to  shine: 

The  preity  girls  were  made  for  the  boys,  dear. 

And  maybe  you  were  made  for  mine.  '   *  . 

Tlie  wicked  watcii-dog  here  is  snarling, 
•  .-..  He  takes  me  for  a  thief,  d'ye  see? 

For  he  knows  I'd  steal  you,  Molly,  darling,        .    •• 
And  then  trausiHjried  I  sliould  be.  ,   - 

.BRYAN    O'LYNN.  ' 
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Bryan  O'Lynn  was  a  Scotchman  born. 
His  teeth  they  were  long  and  his  beard  was  unshorn. 
His  temples  far  out  and  his  eyes  were  far  in; 
"I'm  a  beautiful  creature,"  says  Bryau  O'Lynn.  ."■-/, 

Cuonus.  •  '      ' 

,'.  "With  my  ra'nting,  roaring,  honring.  boaring.BcrewJDg,  ■^ 

GoujiiuK,  ar^'uing,  malleting,  chiseliuL',  stokering, 
.-.  ■  Plasiering,  hammering,  sailorint:,  wafering. 

Capering,  tinkering,  soldieriiiK,  butchering,  ..•" 

With  my  three-handled  four-ironed  gouging  pin, 
'  I'm  a  beautiful  creature,"  Bay* Bryan  O'Lynn. 

Bryan  O'Lynn  had  no  coat  to  put  on. 
He  borrowjed  a  goat-skin  to  make  him  r>ne;  -:  ". 

.    •    ■        He  planted  the  horns  right  under  his  chin,  ' ""    '  ■" 

"They'll  answer  for  pistols,'"  saya^Bryan  O'Ljun. —  Chonu. 
Bryan  O'Lynn  had  no  breeches  to  wear, 
So  he  bought  him  a  sheep-skin  to  make  him  a  pair, 
Witli  the  skinny  side  out  and  the  woolly  side  in; 
"They're  nice,  light  and  cool,"  says  Bryau  O'Lynn.— CAon«. 
Bryan  O'Lynn  had  no  watch  for  to  wear. 
So  he  not  him  a  turnip  and  scoop'd  it  out  fair,  .     -^ 

He  then  put  a  cricket  clane  under  the  skin:  '   *  • 

"TheyMl  think  it's  a-ticking,"  says  Bryau  OLynn.— CAorttr 
Bryan  O'Lynn  he  bought  liim  a  gun. 

He  planted  the  trigger  right  under  his  thumb;  -    • ... 

He  pulled  the  trigt:er,  the  gun  give  a  crack,  '         ■       '  '    -■ 

And  knocked  Bryau  O'Lynn  on  the  broad  of  his  back.— C^iortM. 
Bryan  O'Lynn  went  to  bring  his  wife  home. 
He  liait  hut  one  horse,  that  was  all  skin  and  bone; 
"I'll  put  her  behind  as  nate  as  a  pin,  - 

And  her  mother  before  me,"  says  Bryan  O'Lynn.— .C/«)»'«#. 
Bryan  O'Lynn  and  liis  wife  and  the  mother 

■  Were  all  going  over  the  briilge  together, 

.  The  bridge  brote  down  and  they  all  tumbled  in: 
"We'll  find  ground  at  the  bottom,"  says  Bryan  O'Lynn.— CAorti*, 


THE    EXILE    OF    ERIN. 
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Tlicre  came  to  the  beach  a  poor  exile  of  Erin, 
The  dew  on  his  robe  was  heavy  and  cliill;  •        ■ 

For  his  country  he  sighed  when,  at  twilittht,  repairing  '     ''     -. 
To  wander  alone  by  the  wind-beaten  hill.  '  . 

But  the  day-star  attracted  his  eye's  sad  devotion,  •■ 

For  it  rose  on  its  own  uaiive  isle  of  the  ocean,  .    ■ 

''.        Where  once,  in  the  fire  of  his  vonthful  emotion,  -    ,. 

He  sasK  tlie  bold  anthem  of  Erin-go-bragh.  ^        ,: 

Oh,  sad  is  my  fate,  said  the  heart-broken  stranger. 

The  wild  deer  and  wolf  to  a  covert  can  flee. 
But  I  have  uo  refuge  from  faiAine  or  danger, 

A  home  and  a  country  remains  not  for  me. 
Ah,  never  again  in  the  green  shady  bowers,     ■     '  '     "■ 

Where  my  forefathers  lived,  shall  I  spenil  the  sweet  hours. 
Or  cover  my  harp  w.tli  the  wild-woven  flowers. 

And  strike  the  sweet  numbers  of  Erin-go-bragh.  .« 

ph,  Erin,  my  country,  though  sad  and  forsaken,  .-     ' 

In  dreams  I  revisit  thy  sea-beaten  shore;  -. 

But,  alas!  in  a  far  foreign  land  I  awaken, 
-  f  And  sigh  for  the  friends  who  can  meet  me  no  more. 

■ .  "  And  thou,  cruel  fate,  wilt  thou  never  replace  me  ■-'  .: 

In  a  mansion  of  peace,  where  no  perils  can  chase  me?    ''     "  -> 
Ah.  never  again  ^'hall  my  brothers  embrace  me — 

They  died  to  defend  me,  or  live  to  deplore.  ' 

Where  now  is  my  Cabin  door,  so  fast  by  the  wildwood? 

Sisters  and  brothers  did  weep  for  its  fall; 
Where  is  the  mother  that  looked  on  my  childhood? 

And  where  is  ray  bosum  friend,  dearer  than  all? 
All,  my  sad  soul,  long  abandoned  by  pleasure. 
Why  did  it  dote  on  a  fast-fadins  treasure? 
Tears,  like  the  rain,  may  fall  without  measure,  ".  '": 

But  rapture  and  beauty  they  cannot  recall.  ,       —    ' 

But  yet  all  its  fond  recollections  suppressing,  ; 

One  dying  wish  my  fond  bosom  shall  draw;  ■'-''"   '• 

^'       Erin,  an  exile,  bequeaths  thee  his  blessing,  ■-!;.'■■■: 

:   "         Land  of  my  fathers,  Erin-go-hragh.  .  ."   ..    ,.- 

..:/  Buried  and  cold,  when  my  heart  stills  its  motion, 

... ■:■,..        Green  be  thy  fields,  sweetest  isle  in  the  ocean; 

Ajui|the  harp-striking  bards  sing  aloud  with  devotion, 
Eriu,  mavoiirneeii,  sweet  Eriu-go-brai,li. 
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The  minstrel  bdy  to  the  wnr  is  pone,  In  the  ranks  of  death  yon'll  find  liim; 
His  ifatlier's  swiird  lie  hns  Kirdod  ou,  uud  his  wild  liarp  stung  bcliind  him. 
"  L«nd  of  sonpi"  Hiiid  the  warrior  bard,  'Mhoufjli  ail  the  world  betrays  thee, 
OueiBword  at  Itjitst  its  right  shall  guard,  one  faithful  harp  shuli  praise  thee." 
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\o\  ed 


Thejmlnstrel 
Tliejbarp  lie 
Anil  eaid:  "  N< 
Thyi  BoDgs  wen 


,  but  the  foeman's  chain  could  not  bring  his  proud  soul  under; 
"  ne'er  spoke  again,  for  he  tore  its  chords  osnmler, 
chains  ehuH  sully  tliee,  thou  soul  of  love  and  bravery; 
made  for  the  pure  and  free,  they  shall  never  sound  m  slavery." 


GREEN    ABOVE    THE    RED. 


Send  for  Fre»  Catal^'irue  of  Sonsr  Books,  Ix-tter  Writers.  Drenm  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Kccltution  Hoolis,  I>nny  Ballnds.  Cull  Books.  Joke  B.oks.Sketdi  Ho<>kn, 
Stump  Speei'lies.  Iii»h  Soii(f  Books.  Cook  Books.  Bookti  of  .Aniui'eineiit,  Sl.eet  Music,  etc., 
(o  Henrjr  J.  Wehiuan.  130  £  IXS  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  126  W.  Madisuu  Street,  Cbicuieo. 

Pull  ofteji  when  onr  fathers  saw  the  red  above  the  green. 
They  rort  in  rude  but  tleice  array,  with  sabre,  piice  and  ekian. 
And  oveijnniny  a  noble  town  and  many  a  tlcld  of  dead 
They  prcjiidly  set  the  Irish  gieen  above  tlie  Engiisli  red. 

But  la  the  end,  throughout  the  land,  the  shameful  sicht  was  seen  - 

The  Engjish  red  in  triumph  higli  al)ove  the  Irich  green; 

But  well  iihey  died  in  breach  and  field,  who,  as  their  spirits  fled, 

mill  saw  tlie  green  maintain  its  place  above  the  English  red. 

And  thej  who  saw,  in  after  times,  the  red  above  t\\e  green. 

Were  wij  liered  as  the  grass  that  dies  l)eiieath  the  forest  screen; 

Yet  oftei  I  by  this  healthy  hope  their  sinkini;  hearts  were  ftd,  >- 

That,  in  «oine  day  to  come,  tlie'green  should  flutter  o'er  the  red. 

Hnre  'twi  s  for  this  Lord  Edward  di«d.  and  Wolfe  Tone  snnlc  serene— 
Because    hey  Could  not  bear  to  leave  tlie  red  above  the  creeu; 
And  'twt  s  for  this  Owen  fought  anil  Sarsfield  nobly  bled. 
Because  :iieir  eyes  were  hot  tu  see  the  green  above  the  red. 

So  when  the  strife  began  again  our  darling  Irish  green 
Was  dovn  upon  the  earth,  while  higli  the  English  red  wns  seen; 
)■    Yet  still  ive  hold  our  fearless  course,  for  soineihing  in  nw  said, 
»     Before  tlie  strife  is  o'er  you'll  see  tlie  green  al)ovo  the  red. 

)     And  'tis  for  this  we  think  and  toil,  and  knowledge  strive  to  glean, 
(     Tliat  we  may  pull  the  English  red  below  the  Irinh  green; 

And  lea' e  our  sons  sweet  liberty,  and  smtlini:  p'e"'y '•Pff'd 
V    Above  tl  le  land  once  dark  with  blood— the  green  above  the  red.  * 

j     The  jeal  )us  Eneltsh  tyrant  now  has  banned  the  Irish  green, 
!      And  fori  ed  us  to  conceal  it  like  a  something  foul  and  mean: 
'     But  yet,  by  heaven!  he'll  sooner  ruiee  his  victims  from  ilie  d-ad 
Than  fo  ce  onr  hearts  to  leave  the  green  and  cotKni  to  the  red. 

We'll  tr  1st  ourselves,  for  Gotl  is  good,  and  blesses  those  who  lean 
Od  theii  brave  hearts,  and  not  upon  an  earthly  king  or  qiieeu; 
And  freely  as  we  lift  our  hands  we  vow  our  blood  to  shed, 
,  "  Once  atiil  forever  more  to  raise  the  green  above  the  red. 

I  TIM    FINIGAN'S   WAKE. 
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T  m  Finigan  lived  in  Walker  street, 

lA  gentleman  Irishman— mighty  odd— 
Ee'd  a  beautiful  brogue,  BO  rich  and  sweet,    ' 
And  to  rise  in  the  world  he  carric<l  a  hod; . 
B  It  you  see  he'd  a  sort  of  a  tippling  way— 

With  a  love  for  the  liquor  poor  Tim  was  born, 
A  Dd  to  help  through  bis  work  each  day. 
He'd  a  drop  of  the  creatur'  every  luoru. 
CHonus. 
Whack,  hurrah!  blooJ  and  'ounds,  ye  sowl  ycl 

Welt  the  fliire,  ye'rc  trotters  shake; 
Isn't  it  the  truth  I've  told  ye? 
Lots  of  fun  at  Finigan's  wake. 

C  nc  morning  Tim  was  rather  full.  '• 

Ills  head  felt  heavy,  which  made  him  shake; 
e  fell  from  the  ladder  and  broke  his  skull, 
8o  they  carried  him  home  his  corpse  to  wake. 

1  hey  rolled  him  up  in  a  nice  clean  sheet. 
And  laid  him  out  upon  the  bed, 

y  rith  fourteen  candles  'round  his  feet, 
And  a  couple  of  dozen  around  his  Uead.—  Ckorui. 

]  ie  friends  assembled  at  his  wake,  ■ 

TmIssus  Finigan  called  out  for  the  lunch; 
FirBt,  they  laid  in  tay  and  cake. 

Then  pipes  and  toliacky  and  whiskey  punch. 
]  [isa  Biddy  O'Brien  began  to  cry, 

"Such  a  piiriy  corpse  did  ever  you  see? 
J  krrah!  Tim,  avonrneen,  an'  why  did  ye  die?" 

"Och  none  of  your  gab,"  sez  Judy  Magee.— CAort/«. 

'  'hen  Peggy  O'Connor  took  up  the  job, 

"Arrah!  Biddy,"  says  she,  "ye're  wrong  I'm  sure." 
]  lut  Judy  then  gave  her  a  belt  on  the  gob. 

And  left  her  sprawling  on  the  fliire. 
'.  Cach  side  in  the  war  did  soon  engage, 

'Twas  woman  to  woman  and  man  to  man; 
I  Ihillelah  law  was  all  the  rage. 

An'  a  bloody  ruction  soon  hcgan.—C h&rut.  ' 

:  lickey  Miilvaney  raised  his  head. 

When  a  gallon  of  whiskey  flew  at  him; 
!t  missed  him,  and,  hopping  on  the  bed. 

The  liquor  scattered  over  Tim. 
Sedad,  he  revives!  see  how  he  raises! 

An'  Timothy,  jumping  from  the  bed,  ' 

i^ies,  while  he  lathered  around  like  blazes: 

"  Bad  luck  to  yer  souls,  d'ye  think  I'm  dead !  "—  Chnrxs. 


V 


OH.    LEAVE    NOT    YOUR    KATHLEEN. 
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Oh,  leave  not  your  Kathleen  to  cross  the  dark  sea, 
For  she  wUl  be  lonely,  she  cures  but  for  thee; 
The  scenes  that  were  bright  will  fade  from  her  view. 
Oh,  say  you'll  not  leave  me  for  scenes  that  are  new. 
,  Oh,  ivhy  do  you  leave  the  land  of  your  birth, 

^  The  sweet  land  of  shamrock,  the  home  of  yonr  youth? 

'Tis  un  emerald  that  glistens  in  the  bright  sunlight's  gleam. 
When  away  you'll  forget  her  and  your  darling,  Kathleen. 
Oh,  leave  not  your  Kathleen,  your  Colleen  Bawn, 
She'll  be  broken-hearted  when  from  her  you're  gone; 
Her  eyes  will  grow  dim,  the  smile  lose  its  beam. 
The  blush  on  tier  fair  cheeic  will  lose  its  soft  gleam. 
Oh,  stay  by  her  side  and  pass  the  sweet  hours. 
Together  we'll  wander  in  Kiliarney's  green  bowers; 
>  Oh,  think  not  from  Eriu  there's  a  far  brighter  scene. 

And  leave  not  her  shores  and  your  darling,  Kathleen. 
Oh,  have  you  forgotten  your  own  Colleen  Bawn, 
And  the  days  when  we  strolled  on  the  beach  and  the  lawn? 
'Twas  then  you  first  told  me  of  love's  winning  powers. 
When  beside  the  still  stream  we  plucked  the  wild  flowers. 
And  now  you  would  leave  me  to  waiider  afar. 
Ami  forget  your  Kathleen  and  Eriii-go-bragh; 
No  liiiid  heart  will  cheer  her  if  now  we  must  sever. 
When  you  part  from  your  Kathleen  we're  parted  forever. 

GOD.    SAVE    IRELAND.  ' 
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'  Iligh  upon  the  gallows  tree  swung  the  noble-hearted  three. 

By  the  vengeful  tyrant  stricken  in  their  bloom; 
But  they  meet  him  face  to  face,  with  the  spirit  of  their  race, 

And  they  went  with  souls  undaunted  to  their  doom. 
God,  save  Ireland!  said  the  heroes:  God,  sove  Ireland!  said  they  all, 

Whether  on  tlie  scaffold  high  or  the  battlefield  we  die. 
Oh,  what  matter,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  fall? 

Girt  tiroiind  with  cruel  foes,  still  their  courage  proudly  rose. 
For  tliey  thought  of  hearts  that  loved  tliein  far  and  near; 

Of  the  millions  true  and  brave  o'er  the  ocean's  swelling  wave. 
And  the  friends  In  holy  Ireland  evei  dear. 

God,  save  Ireland!  said  tliey  proudly;  God,  save  Ireland!  said  they  all. 
Whether  on  the  scaffold  high  or  the  battlefield  we  die. 

Oh,  what  mutter,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  fall? 

Climbed  they  up  the  rugged  stair,  rung  their  voices  out  in  prayer. 

Then  with  Eii<;laiid'e  f.ital  cord  around  them  cast: 
Close  beneath  the  gallows  tree,  kissed  like  brothers  lovingly, 

True  to  home  and  faith,  and  freedom  to  the  lust. 
God,  save  Ireland!  said  thev  proudly;  God,  save  Irelandl  said  tbey  alii 

Whether  on  the  scuffold  high  or  the  battlefield  we  die. 
Oh,  what  mutter,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  fall? 

Never  till  the  latest  dav  sliall  the  memory  pass  away  ...     ■' 

Of  the  gallant  lives  thus  given  for  our  land; 
But  on  the  cause  must  go,  amidst  joy  or  weal  or  woe,  * 

Till  we've  made  onr  isle  a  nation  free  and  grand. 
God,  save  Ireland!  say  we  proudly;  God,  gave  Ireland!  say  we  all; 

If  upon  the  scaffold  high  or  the  battlefield  we  die. 
Oh,  what  matter,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  full? 


KERRY   DANCE. 


\/ 
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Oh,  the  days  of  the  Kerry  dancing,  oh,  the  ring  of  the  piper's  Inne; 
Oil,  for  one  of  those  hours  uf  gliidness,  gone,  alas!  like  youth,  too  soon. 
When  the  boys  began  to  gather  in  the  glen  of  a  summer  night. 
And  the  Kerry  piper's  tuning  made  us  long  with  wild  delight. 

Chorus.  4 

Oh,  to  think  of  it,  oh,  to  dream  of  it,  fills  my  heart  with  tears;  1 

Oh,  the  days  of  Kerry  dancing,  oh,  the  ring  of  the  piper's  tune; 
Oh,  for  one  of  those  hours  of  gladness,  gone,  alast  like  youth,  too  soon. 

Refrain. 
Time  goes  on,  and  the  haptiy  years  arc  dead,    • 
And  one  by  one  the  merry  hearts  are  fled; 
Silent  now  is  the  wild  and  lonely  glen. 
Where  the  bright  glad  laugh  will  echo  ne'er  again. 
Only  dreaming  of  days  gone  by,  in  my  heart  I  hear 
Loving  voices  of  old  companions,  stealing  out  of  the  past  once  more — 
And  the  sound  of  the  dear  old  music,  soft  and  sweet  as  in  days  of  yore, 
When  the  boys  began  to  gather  in  the  clen  of  a  summer  night. 
And  the  Kerry  piper's  tuning  made  ns  long  with  wild  deliglit.— CAon/f. 

Was  there  ever  a  sweeter  colleen  in  the  dance  than  Eily  More? 

Or  a  prouder  lad  than  Thinly,  ns  he  boldly  took  the  floor? 

"  Lulls  and  lasses  to  your  places,  up  the  middle,  down  again." 

Ah,  the  merry-hearted  laughter  ringing  through  the  happy  glen. —  Chofua. 

I'm  lonesome  since  I  crossed  the  hills  and  o'er  the  moor  that's  sedgy; 
With  heavy  thoughts  my  mind  is  filled  since  I  have  parted  with  IVggy. 
Wliene'er  I  turn  to  view  the  place  the  lears  doth  fall  and  blind  me. 
When  I  think  on  the  charming  grace  of  the  girl  I  left  behind  me.—  Chorut. 

The  hours  I  remember  well,  when  next  to  see  doth  move  me; 

The  burning  fiames  my  heart  doth  tell,  since  first  she  owned  she  lovtd  me. 

In  search  of  some  one  fair  and  gay,  several  doth  remind  me: 

I  know  my  darling  loves  mc  well,  though  I  left  her  far  behind  me.— Chorus. 

The  I>ce8  shall  lavish,  make  no  store,  and  the  dove  become  a  ranger; 
The  fallen  water  cease  to  roar,  before  I'll  ever  change  her: 
Each  mutual  promise  fnithrully  made  by  her  whom  tears  doth  blind  me. 
And  hlees  I  he  hour  I  )iass  away  with  the  girl  I  left  behind  mt.—  Chorut. 

My  mind  her  image  ft/fY'retains,  whether  asleep  or  waking; 

I  hope  to  see  my  jewel  again,  for  h«r  my  heart  is  brenking; 

But  if  ever  I  chance  to  go  that  wav,  and  that  she  has  not  resigned  me, 

I'll  reconcile  my  mind  and  stay  with  the  girl  I  left  behind  me.—  Choriu. 


THE    VALLEY    LAY    SMILING    BEFORE    HE. 
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The  valley  lay  emiliiig  before  me 

Where  lately  I  left  her  beliind. 
Yet  I  trembled,  and  eoinethiiig  hnng  o'er  me 
.  "  That  saddened  the  joy  of  my  mind; 

I  looked  fur  the  lamp  which,  she  told  me,    ■ 

Should  shine  when  her  pilgrim  returned,  ,. 

But,  though  darkness  began  to  infold  me. 

No  lamp  from  the  battlements  burned. 

^  "I  flew  to  her  chamber — 'twas  lonely. 

As  if  the  loved  tenant  lay  dead; 
^  Ah,  would  it  were  death,  and  death  only! 

"  Bat  uo,  the  young  fnlee  one  had  fled. 

And  there  hung  the  lute  that  cnnld  soften 

My  very  worst  pains  into  bliss. 
While  the  hand  tliut  had  waked  it  so  often 

Now  throbbed  to  a  proud  rival's  kiss. 
There  was  a  time,  fiilscst  of  women,  ^ 

When  Brefifuis  good  sword  would  have  sought 
That  man  Ihroiiiih  a  million  of  foemen. 

Who  dared  but  to  wrong  thee  in  thought; 
While  now — oh,  degenerate  daughter 

Of  Erin,  how  fallen  is  thy  fiiniel 
And  through  ages  of  bondage  and  slaughter  * 

Our  country  shall  bleed  for  thy  shame. 

Already  the  curse  is  upon  her. 

And  strangers  her  valleys  profane; 
They  come  to  divide,  to  dishonor, 

And  tyrants  they  long  will  remain.  .  '        •    : 

But  onward  I  the  green  banner  rearing,  .      ' 

Go,  flash  every  sword  to  the  hilt; 
On  our  side  is  virtue  and  Erin,  .    .■ 

On  theirs  is  the  Saxon  and  gnilt. 

THE    IRISHMAN'S   SHANTY. 
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Did  ye's  ever  go  into  an  Irishman's  shanty? 
Och,  b'ys,  that's  the  place  where  the  whiskey  is  pUnty; 
WId  his  pipe  in  his  mouth  there  sits  Paddy  so  fiee, 
No  king  lu  his  palace  is  prouder  than  he. 
Arrah,  me  honey  I  w-h-a-c-kl  Paddy's  the  boy! 

There's  a  three-legged  stool,  wid  a  table  to  match. 
And  the  door  of  the  shuiity-is  locked  with  a  latch ; 
Tliere'e  a  nute  feather  niuttress.  all  bnstin'  wid  straw. 
For  the  want  of  a  bedstead  it  lies  on  the  floor. 
Arrah,  me  honey t   w-h-a-c-k!  Paddy's  the  boy! 

There's  a  snng  little  bureau  nidotit  paint  or  gilt, 
Made  of  boards  that  was  left  when  the  shiinty  was  bnilt; 
There's  a  three-cornered  mirror  hangs  up  on  the  wall. 
But  iiiver  a  face  has  been  in  it  at  all. 
Arrah,  me  honey  I   w-b-a-c-kl  Paddy's  the  boy  I 

He  has  pigs  in  the  sty  and  a  cow  in  the  stable. 
And  he  feeds  thiin  on  scraps  that  is  left  from  the  t'lblc; 
They'd  starve  if  confined,  so  they  roam  at  their  aise. 
And  come  into  the  shanty  whinever  they  pluze. 
Arrah,  me  honey  I  w-li-a-c-k!  Paddy's  the  boy! 

He  has  three  rooms  in  one— kitchen,  bedroom  and  hull, 
_;•■  And  his  chist  it  is  three  wooden  pegs  in  the  wall; 

"^  Two  suits  of  ould  clothes  makes  his  wardrobe  complete. 

One  for  wear  in  the  shanty,  the  same  in  tlie  street. 
Arrah,  me  honey  I  w-h-a-c-k!  Paddy's  the  boy! 

There  is  one  who  partakes  of  his  sorrows  and  joys, 
Attinds  to  the  shanty,  the  girls  and  the  boys; 
(The  brats  he  thinks  more  of  than  gold  that's  refined). 
But  Biddy's  the  jewel  that's  set  in  his  mind. 
Arrah,  me  honey!  w-h-a-c-k!  Paddy's  the  boy! 

THE    GRAVE    OF  WOLFE   TONE. 

In  Boderietown  churchyard  there  is  a  green  grave. 

And  wildly  along  it  the  winter  winds  rave; 

Small  shelter,  I  ween,  are  the  ruined  walls  there. 

When  the  Btoriii  sweeps 'Jowu  on  the  plains  of  Kildare.  ; 

Once  I  lay  on  that  sod— it  lies  over  Wolfe  Tone — 
And  thought  how  he  j)erished  in  prison  alone.  ■      . 

His  'rienus  unavenged,  and  his  country  tinfreed —         •  . .     ■ 
"Oh,  bitter,"  I  said,  "is  a  patriots  meed."  '.^ 

"  For  in  him  the  heart  of  a  woman  combined  _        •■  . 

With  a  heroic  life  and  a  governing  mind— 

A  martyr  for  Ireland— his  grave  has  no  stone,  -  '    ' 

His  name  seldom  named,  and  his  virtues  unknown."     - 

I  was  woke  from  my  dream  by  the  voices  asd  tread 

Of  a  band  who  came  into  the  home  of  the  dead; 

They  curried  no  corpse,  and  they  carried  no  stone. 

And  they  stopped  when  they  caiue  to  the  grave  of  Wolfe  Tone. 

There  were  students  and  peasants,  the  wise  and  the  brave, 

And  au  old  ninn  who  knew  him  from  cradle  to  grave: 

And  the  children  who  thought  me  hard-hearted,  for  they 

On  that  sanctified  soil  were  forbidden  to  play. 

But  the  old  man  who  saw  I  was  mourning  there,  said:  -  . 

"  We  come,  sir,  to  weep  where  young  Wolfe  Toue  is  laid;  •  - 

And  we're  going  to  raise  him  a  monument,  too, 

A  plain  one,  yet  fit  for  the  simple  and  true." 

My  heart  overflowed,  and  I  clasped  his  old  hand. 
And  I  blessed  him  and  blessed  every  one  of  his  band.         •■.:'■;,•■ 
' ;.  "  Sweet,  sweet!  'tis  to  find  that  such  faith  can  remain  '-    .    '.•  ' 

To  the  cause  and  the  man  so  long  vanquished  and  slain."  /..■••.. 

In  the  Bodenstown  churchyard  there  is  a  green  grave,  '   ;;:     , 

And  freely  around  it  let  winter  winds  rave;  :''■''..'■■. ^'':'.\ 

•:,.v.    Far-iM^tter  they  suit  him — the  ruin  and  gloom —    ■;""•.'■:■;.'-'•>;.  .'-'■■ 
.  ■•■  ;.-.  Till  Ireland,  a  notion,  can  build  him  a  tomb.  ""■    ■■  ■        ■•s.-.- 


ROCKY   ROAD   TO    DUBLIN.      ---^ 
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In  the  merry  month  of  June,  when  first  from  home  I  started 
And  left  the  girls  alone,  sad  and  broken-hearted, 
Shook  hands  with  father  dear,  kissed  my  darling  mother. 
Drank  a  pint  of  beer,  my  tears  and  grief  to  smother;  -  "" 

Then  off  to  reap  the  corn,  and  leave  where  I  was  l>om,  .  .V    '^: 

I  cut  a  stout  black-thorn  to  banish  ghost  or  goblin;  ,  •    ,'•■.' 

With  a  pair  of  brand-new  brogues  I  rattled  o'er  the  bogs —       ■/ 
Sure  I  frightened  all  the  dogs  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin.     :■    ^ 

Chorus.  ";'  ':'" 

For  it  is  the  rocky  road,  here's  the  road  to  Dnblin; 
Here's  the  rocky  road,  now  fire  away  to  Dublin. 

The  efeam-coach  was  at  hand,  the  driver  said  he'd  cheap  ones,  • 

But  sure  the  luggage  van  was  too  much  for  my  ha'pence; 

For  England  1  was  bound,  it  would  never  do  to  balk  it. 

For  every  step  of  the  road,  bedadi  says  I,  I'll  walk  it. 

1  did  not  sigh  nor  moan  until  I  saw  Atlone;  ■  ,' • 

A  pain  in  my  shin  bone,  it  set  my  heart  a-bubbling,  .r; 

And  fearing  the  big  cannon,  looking  o'er  the  Shannon, 

I  very  quickly  ran  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dubliu.— CAoru*. 

In  Mullingar  that  night  I  rested  limbs  so  weary,' 

Started  by  daylight,  with  spirits  light  and  airy,  ■  : 

Took  a  drop  of  the  pure  to  keep  my  spirits  from  sinkine. 

That's  always  au  Irishman's  cure,  whenever  he's  troublt^  with  thinking. 

To  see  the  lassies  smile,  laughing  all  the  while 

At  my  comical  style,  set  my  heart  a-bnbbline; 
They  azed,  if  I  was  hired,  the  wages  I  required.  '^ 

Until  I  was  almost  tired  of  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin.— C^>rw. 
In  Dublin  next  arrived,  I  thought  it  was  a  pity 
To  be  so  soon  deprived  of  a  view  of  that  fine  city; 
'Twas  then  1  took  a  stroll,  all  among  the  quality,  ""■' 

My  bundle  then  wos  Stole  in  a  neat  locality; 
Something  crossed  my  mind,  thinks  I,  I'll  look  behind — 

No  bundle  could  I  find  upon  my  stick  a-wobbling; 
Inquiring  for  the  rogue,  they  said  my  Connaught  brogne, 

It  wasn't  much  in  vogue  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublm.— CAorta. 
A  coachman  raised  his  hand  as  if  myself  was  wanting, 
I  went  up  to  a  stand,  full  of  cars  for  jaunting; 
"  Step  up,  my  boy! "  says  he.    "Ah,  ah!  that  I  will  wllh  pleasure." 
"And  to  the  strawberry  beds  I'll  drive  you  at  your  leisure." 
"A  strawberry  bed?"  says  I,  "  faith,  that  would  be  loo  high; 

On  one  of  straw  I'll  lie,  and  the  berries  won't  b'e  troubling. "' 
He  drove  me  out  as  far,  upon  an  outside  car — 

Faith!  each  jolting  never  wor  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin.— CAortu. 

I  soon  got  out  of  that,  my  spirits  never  failing, 
I  landed  on  the  quay  just  as  the  ship  was  sailing:  '  •--  " 

The  captain  at  me  roared,  swore  that  no  rcjoin  had  he,  ".. 

But  when  I  leaped  on  board  they  a  cabin  found  for  Paddy. 
Down  among  the  pigs  I  played  i<uch  rummy  rigs. 

Danced  some  hearty  jigs,  with  water  'round  me  bubbling; 
But  when  off  Holyhead  I  wished  that  I  was  diad. 

Or  safely  put  in  bed  on  the  rocky  road  to  Dublin.— 6' AortM. 
Tlie  l)oys  in  Liverpool,  when  on  the  dock  I  landed. 
Culled  myself  a  fool;  I  could  no  longer  stand  it,  -         .• 

My  blood  began  to  boil,  my  temiter  I  was  loosing,  '  '■, 

And  poor  old  Erin's  isle  they  all  began  abusing. 
"  Hurrah!  my  boys,  '  says  I,  "my  shillelah  I  le;  fly."  -    -  ■_ 

Some  Oalway  boys  were  by,  they  saw  I  was  a  hobble  in. 
Then  with  a  loud  hurrah!  they  joined  me  in  the  fray; 

Faugh-a-bailagh !  clear  the  way  for  the  rocky  roud  to  Dublin.— CAonu. 

There  never  'was  a  Cow^ard  where  the  Shamrock  Grow« 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonit  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post-paid,  on  i-eceipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Songs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Heniy  J.  Wehiiiao, 

130  &  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  12S  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago. 

Let  cowardly  slanderers  say  what  they  may 

Against  the  dear  land  of  my  birth,  '  - 

But  I  will  maintiiin,  in  spite  of  all  foes. 

It's  the  dearest  green  spot  on  the  earth.  ■■"■.. 

,   .  Some  say  we  are  cowards  and  fit  for  naught  else  '.; 

But  drinking  oar  home-made  potheen:  '     "■  '; 

But  I'll  throw  back  the  villainous  lie  in  their  face—  -''''^: 

We're  as  brave  as  the  shamrock  is  green.  .      - 

" ,  ■  [  CUOBUS.  '     "        .   .'•     ^    ■ 

Pat  may  be  foolish,  and  very  often  wrong,  ■^^- 

Pat's  got  a  temi)er  which  don't  last  very  long; 
■    Pat  is  full  of  jollity,  88  everybody  knows. 
But  there  never  was  a  coward  where  the  shamrock  grows. 

Though  oppressed  and  insulted  for  hundreds  of  years 
:    •  By  the  foe  who  once  conquered  them,  they 

.  ^  Have  left  us  the  courage  our  fathers  had. 

For  that  tliey  cannot  take  away. 
They  kept  learning  from  ns,  stole  all  we  held  dear,         '      ^ 
.  And  crushed  ustill  others  cried  "shame!  "  ■     .s 

'    ,   But,  in  spite  of  it  all,  we  have  struggled  to  learn 
^       That  courage  and  wit  arc  the  same.— CAoftM. 


KATE    KEARNEY.     -^ 

Oh,  did  you  ne'er  hear  of  Kate  Kearney? 

She  lives  on  the  banks  of  Killarney; 

From  the  glance  of  her  eye  shun  danger  and  fly. 

For  fatal 's  the  glance  of  Kate  Kearney. 
For  that  eye  is  so  modestly  beaminc, 
You  ne'er  think  of  mischief  she's  dreaming; 
Yet,  oh,  I  can  tell,  how  fatal's  the  spell 

That  lurks  in  the  eye  of  Kate  Kearney. 

Oh,  should  yon  e'er  meet  this  Kate  Kearney, 
Who  lives  on  the  banks  of  KilUrney, 
Beware  of  her  smile,  for  many  a  wile    : '   ' 

Lies  hid  in  the  smile  of  Kate  Kearney. 
Though  she  looks  so  bewitchingiv  simple,  ;' 
Yet  there's  mischief  in  every  dimple; 
And  who  dares  inhale  her  sii^h's  spicy  gale 

Must  die  by  the  breath  of  Kate  Kearney. 


MMM^^rl 


20 


WEHMAN'S  IRISH   SONQSTER-No.  1. 


Tbe 


4 


rda  and 
teul«;  111-  til 
1M& 


SHAMUS    O'BRIEN. 


12! 


Oh.  a 
Ah 

AikI 
Wl 

oil)  I 

/il. 

Whii 
Ho 

C 

I 


Mjslo  of  this  Soiiir  "  ill  l>e  sent  t'  nn.v  udilu'ss.  pi'ft  paid,  '>n  receipt  of 
iiiid  uiiv  iw.i  i.tlier  SoinfH  f  'rOiie  U..|lai-,  liy  Menu  J.  Wehmau, 
I>uik  kow,  N'W  Yi^rk;  or  Vi&  W.  Madison  Stint,  Cliicago. 

Afvt  is  tlio  9inil<'  of  ttie  Jxiuitifiil  nioiu 
t  iieeii!"  thioiiali  lilt!  curtain  of  iiiKht. 
lie  voice  of  tiie  iii}j;litiiii:;ilc  !i<iii.i;iiit;  Ills  tune, 
i;e  liie  8tur»  seem  lo  smile  with  dell);lit; 
iiture  now  liiii;<T8  i:<  eiieiit  repoi<e 

llie  sweet  l)itutii  of  euiimier  is  Ciiliii, 

1  sit  ami  woiicler  if  Shaiuua  e  er  Uiiowu 
V  sad  uud  uiiliiippy  I  am. 

CUORUS.  , 

h,  Sliamus  O'Brien,  wliy  dou't  yon  come  home? 
you  dou't  liiiow  liovv  happy  I'll  ber  .< 

ve  but  one  darliiii;  wish,  and  I  hut  is  tliut  you'd  come, 
And  forever  be  Imppy  witli  me. 
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ile  when  you  smile,  and  I'll  weep  when  you  weep, 
1  111  give  you  a  kids  for  a  kiss; 
.11  the  fonil  vows  that  I've  made  you  I'il  keep, 
:it  inort  can  I  jiromise  than  this? 
the  Sea  have  fiicli  bri<:ht  and  sucli  heautiful  churins, 
it  your  heart  will  not  leave  it  for  nu? 

hy  dill  1  ]:■<  voii  pt  out  of  my  arms, 

I-  a  bird  ttiat  \xus  ciiiied  iitid  is  tixv^—C/iorut. 

ii;in!us  O  Urifii.  I'm  loving  you  yet, 

I  iiiy  luart  i;*  sliii  tni8tiii>;  and  UiU't: 

you  who  first  took  it,  aiul  can  you  forget  ■       - 

it  love  for  another  you'd  find? 

o;  if  yon  break  it  witii  eoiiow  and  pain 

then  liave  a  duty  to  do; 
11  tiring  it  to  me  I'll  mend  it  a<;ain, 
trust  It,  dear  Shnuius,  to  you.— V/ioni/!. 


TH  Q    TIPPERARY    CHRISTENING. 
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Ci'p>ii|.'ht,  l.s;;,  by  L.  1".  tjuullaud. 
M^sic  <it  tins  M  iijr  «  III  bes>'iit  to  aiiv  mldiess.  i">~ti  nM,  "ii  receipt  of 
aiiii  ant  two  ither  .S'litfs  it  One  Duilnr.  by  llnii*  J-  Wrhmuii, 
3  t'aik  kow.  New  York;  ur  125  \V.  Miidi-oii  sti-eoi,  CtaicagK. 

t  was  down  in  that  place.  Tipperiiry, 
iV'here  they're  so  airy  and  so  contrary, 
iiVhere  tliey  kicic  up  the  devii's  flL'aiie, 

Wnen  Ihey  christened  the  beautiful  boy. 
[n  conies  the  pipir,  sot  tliinUing 
^iid  a-winkiiii.' and  a-blinUing. 
\iid  a  no'.'^in  of  puncii  be  was  drinking, 

And  wishing;  the  parents  i;reat  joy. 

R'lieii  home  from  the  cliurcb  tiiey  came, 
Failicr  Torn  and  old  Mikey  Branis  iii, 
\nd  scores  of  as  pretty  boys  and  girlB 

As  ever  you'd  wish  for  to  see; 
rt'hen  in  tbroui;li  the  iloor. 
[Joj{iin.  the  linker,  Latlier  and  L.iniigan, 
iiicked  up  a  row.  and  wanted  to  know 

Why  they  wasn't  asked  to  the  spree.  n         ' 

riieii  tiie  boy  set  up  such  a  baw  ling 

^Dd  such  a  sqtialling  and  Cutenvauling, 

For  he  got  sucii  a  mauling,  . 

.  Oh,  thai  wiis  tlie  day  of  great  joy. 

Then  the  piper  set  up  such  a  moaning, 

^od  snch  a  droning  and  such  a  croniiig, 

In  the  corner  bis  comether  was  iiiining. 

When  tliey  christened  sweet  Dennis,  the  boy. 
riie  ari8tocr;icy  came  to  ibe  party, 
I'lieie  was  McC'iirry.  light  uiiil  hearty, 
Witii  Florence  U-rd<liifP\)i;art,v, 

Who  said  iliat  was  Fr<  iicli  for  a  name; 
[)i«uyeiii8  Aiplioiiso  Mujrooney, 

ill.  so  8|)Ooney  and  so  ■Rjoiicy.  " 

W'itii  the  charining  Evangeline  ilooney, 

Of  Bocie^)'  she  wa.-«  tne  cream. 
[!ora  Teresa  Maud  McCann, 
Angelina  Rooke  and  Julia  McfafT'-rty, 
Rignold  Mormon  Duke,  Morris  McGan, 

And  C'larencedgnaiine  .McUurk; 
[Cornelius  Horatio  Flaheiiy's  wffc. 
\dolphiis  Gract- iind  Dr.  O  KiifTeity, 
£va  McLaiigiiliii  aud  Cora  Miildoun, 

And  Brigadier-General  Biiike. 
They  were  ilancing. the  poka-niazurka, 
Twas  a  worker,  not  a  shirker, 
^nd  a  voice  of  Vicnne,  la  Ttirker, 

And  tbe  |)oll:a-redowa  divine; 
^ftcr  dancing  they  went  in  to  iuncliing, 
Dh,  such  munching  and  snob  crm  cliiiig, 
riiey  were  Inisy  as  bees  at  a  liii.ctiinL.', 

With  tlieir  Coffee,  tea,  whiskey  and  wine. 
I'hey  had  all  kinds  of  tea,  they  hnd  Shooshong, 
I'hey  hud  Niiitriiong  and  DririkdonL', 
Willi  Oolong  and  Booloiig  and  I'ooloiig, 

And  teaa  that  were  made  in  .lapMu; 
I'liey  had  sweetmeats,  importeii  from  Java, 
And  from  Youver  and  from  Havre. 
In  the  four-miisted  steainei  Man'trrfr, 

That  euils  from  beyond  llimloostaii. 
Cold  ice  cream  and  cream  that  was  hot.  , 

Romeo  puncli,  snowhiill  and  spanowijriiSS, 
Pally  D.  Foy.  whatever  that  mians, 

Made  out  of  ijoose-liver  an<l  grease;  ,  ' 

Red-beaded  duck,  Falmon  and  peas. 
Baiidy-leggod  froirs,  Peruvian  ostriches, 
Boti  led  noix,  woodcock  and  snipe. 

And  everything  that  would  please. 
After  diniipf.  of  conr«ie.  t'lere  was  S|i<  aking, 
Ami  hanil-sbaking  and  leave-takini:. 
In  the  corners  old  mothers  match-m.iking. 

And  other  such  innocent  sins: 
Then  they  biil  a  good-bye  X.t  cacbother. 
To  each  mother  and  each  brother; 
When  the  last  rose  I  thought  I  would  )«mofber. 

When  they  wished  tlio  next  would  be  twins. 
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Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old. 

Ere  her  faitliless  sons  betrayed  her, 
Wlien  Malacbi  wore  tlie  collar  of  gold 

Which  lie  won  from  her  proud  invader: 
When  Iter  kings,  witli  ftandiird  of  green  uufarl'd, 

Led  llie  Ited  Branch  Knights  to  otiDger; 
Ere  tbe  emerald  gem  of  tlie  Western  world 

Was  Set  in  the  crown  of  u  stranger. 

On  Lough  Neagh's  bank,  as  the  flsdermau  straya, 
'  When  tlie  clear  cold  eve's  declining, 

lie  sees  the  nmnd  towers  of  other  days 

In  the  wave  beneath  bim  shining. 
Thus  shall  memory  often,  in  dreams  sublime, 

Catch  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that  are  over, 
Tiius,  sighing,  look  through  the  waves  of  time 

For  the  long-faded  glories  I  bey  cover. 

-      NOR  AH.   THE    PRIDE    OF    KILDARE. 

The  Words  anil  .M>i:-ii-  or  this  Soiik  nill  be  sent  t»  any  addieiis,  po>-t  raid,  on  leceipt  of  10 

ceiit«;  or  ihis  mid  any  two  othrrHonKS  for  One  Dollar,  liy  Henrv  J.  Wehman, 

130  dt  isa  Park  How,  New  York;  or  125  \V.  Madison  Street.  Ciiieago. 

As  luaiiteous  as  Flora  is  charmino  young  Norab, 
.  'I'lie  joy  of  my  heart  and  the  pride  of  KiUlaie; 
I  ne'er  will  deceive  her.  for  sadly  'twould  grieve  her 
,  To  find  that  I  sighed  for  another  less  fair. 

Chorus, 
Her  heart  with  truth  teeming,  her  eye  with  smiles  beaming; 
What  mortal  could  Injure  a  blossom  so  fair. 
As  Norab,  dear  Norab,  the  pride  of  Kildare? 

Where'er  I  may  be,  love,  I'll  ne'er  forget  thee,  love. 
Though  beauties  may  smile  and  try  to  ensnare: 

Yet  iiotbing  shall  ever  my  heart  from  thine  sever. 
Dear  Norali,  sweet  Noiah.  the  piide  of  Kildare.—  CAort/#. 

THE    BANKS    OF   CLAUDY. 

It  was  on  a  summer  morning,  all  in  the  month  of  May, 
Down  by  yon  flowery  garden,  where  Betsey  the  did  stray; 
J  overheard  a  damsel  In  sorrow  to  complain, 
Ail  for  her  absent  lover  that  i>lows  the  raging  main. 
I  went  up  to  this  fair  maid  and  put  her  in  surprise; 
I  own  she  did  not  know  me,  I  being  in  disguise. 
.  Said  I:  "My  charming  creature,  my  joy  and  heart's  delight. 

Bow  far  do  you  travel  this  dark  and  rainy  night?" 

'•Tne  way,  kind  sir,  to  Claudy,  if  you  please  to  show; 
pity  a  maid  distracted,  for  I  have  to  go; 
I  am  iii  searcli  of  a  faithless  young  man,  Johnny  is  his  name, 
All  on  the  banks  of  Claudy  I  am  told  he  does  remain. 

If  Jotinny  was  here  this  night  he  would  keep  me  from  all  harm, 

He's  In  tbe  field  of  battle  all  in  ids  uniform; 

And  he's  in  the  field  of  battle,  his  foes  be  will  destmy. 

Like  a  ruling  king  of  honor  he  fougbt  in  the  wars  of  Troy." 

•'  It's  six  weeks  and  better  since  yonr  true  love  left  the  shore; 
He  is  cruising  tlie  wiile  ocean  where  foaming  billows  roar; 
He  is  cruising  the  wide  ocean  for  honor  and  for  giiin: 
I  was  told  the  ship  was  wrecked  all  off  the  coast  of  Spain. 

When  she  heard  the  dreadful  news-slie  fell  into  desjiair. 

To  wringing  of  her  bands  aud  tearing  of  her  hair. 

Since  lie  has  gone  and  left  me,  no  man  I  will  take;  ~ 

In  some  lonely  valley  I  will  wander  for  his  sake." 

His  beiirt  was  filled  with  joy,  no  longer  he  could  stand; 

He  flew  into  her  arms,  sajing:  "Betsey,  I  am  tlie  man; 

I  am  the  faithless  young  man  whom  you  tb<iiight  whs  slain. 

And  since  we  aie  met  on  Claudy's  hanks  we'll  never  purt  agoiu,'* 

RORY    O'MORE. 

The  Words  and  Mu.«ic  of  this  s.ihk  wi'l  l>e  sei<t  to  any  adilie.>,s.  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 

cents;  or  this' an. I  any  two  oilier  .Sontrs  for  One  Dollar,  by  Heniv  J.  W'ehnian, 

130  <!t  V.'i  I'iirk  itow.  New  York;  or  12."i  W.  Maaison  Strert,  ChiciiKU. 

Young  Itory  O'More  Ci/urted  young  Kathleen  liauii. 
He  wits  bold  as  a  hawk  nnd  she  soft  as  the  dawn; 
He  wished  in  his  heart  pretty  Kiitbleen  to  please. 
And  be  thought  the  best  way  to  do  that  was  to  lease. 
,  "Now.  Rory,  be  aisy,"  sweet  Kathleen  would  cry, 
Reproof  on  tier  lips,  bnt  a  smile  in  her  eye: 
"  Witli  your  triciis  I  don't  know  in  troth  w  hat  I'm  about — 
FaiUi!  you've  leasfii  till  I've  put  on  my  cloak  inside  out." 
"Oh,  jewel, "'Bays  Rory,  "tinii  siime  is  the  way 
You've  thrated  my  licart  for  this  many  a  day; 
And  'tis  plazed  tl.at  I  nm,  nnd  why  not,  to  be  sure, 
For  'tis  all  for  good  luck,"  says  bold  Rory  O'More. 

■*•  Indeed,  then,"  snys  Kathleen,  "don't  think  of  the  like. 
For  I  half  L'ave  a  pioini^e  to  sootliering  Mike; 
The  ground  that  I  walk  on  he  loves,  I'll  be  lionnd" — 
"Faitlt."  8a\8  Rofy,  "  I'd  rather  love  >ou  than  the  ground." 
'■  No'V,  Rory,  I'll  cry  if  yon  don't  let  me  go- 
Sure  I  die.'im  every  niirht  that  I'm  liaiimi  yon  so." 
'•  Oh."  snys  R"iy,  "  I  hit t  same  I'm  delighted  to  hear. 
For  dliraines  always  go  by  coiithrniries,  my  ilear; 
Ob,  jewel,  keep  dreaming  that  snnic  till  you  die,  .; 

And  bright  morning  w  ill  give  dirty  night  tbe  black  lie;    .  ' 
And    lis  piiized  that  I  am.  nnd  w  by  not,  to  be  sure, 
Since  'tis  all  foi-  good  luck,"  eays  boid  Rory  O'More. 

''Arriih,  Kathleor,  my  darlint.  you've  tease<l  me  enough. 
And  Ive  thrashed  for  your  sake.  Dinny  Grimes  and  Jim  Duff; 
Aiid  I  ve  made  myself,  ilrinking  your  health,  quite  a  baste — 
So,  1  think,  after  that,  I  mav  talk  to  the  priest." 
Then  Rory,  the  rogue,  stole  his  arm 'round  her  neck,       ,     "■ 
So  soft  and  so  white,  w  ill, out  freckle  or  speck  : 
And  he  looked  in  her  eyes  that  were  lieaming  with  light. 
And  he  kissed  lier  sweet  lijis— don't  you  think  lie  was  rightf  -  '. 
"Now.  Rory.  leave  off.  sir— you'll  hiig  ine  no  more— 
•     _        There's  eight  times  to-day  that  you've  kissed  me  before," 

"Tlieii  here  Eoes  another,"  says  he,  "lo  make  sure—      ^    (.■.''■ 
For  there's  luck  in  odii  numliers,"  snys  Rory  O'More.     -    '  ••" 
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One  eveninjr,  eo  late,  as  I  rambled  ■;      -.  .'  -.■• 

Oil  the  IhiiiUb  of  a  clfjir  purling  stream,       ■■     ' 
I  8ut  myself  down  on  a  bed  «f  priiuroses. 

And  BO  uently  fell  into  a  drt-aui.  •     :     ■■ 

I  dreuint  I  beheld  a  fair  female,  ■.- • 

Her  eqiials  1  ne'er  eiuv  before, 
Ae  she  siuhed  for  ihe  wronsis  of  hor  conntry, 

Ab  Ehe  strayed  along  Erin's  gi ecu  shore. 

I  quickly  addressed  Ibis  fair  female:  ■  . 

••  Mv  jewel,  come  tell  iiio  your  nanip. 
For  here  in  ttiis  country,  I  know,  you're  a  pfrauger,  . 

Or  I  woiilci  not  linve  asked  you  the  catiie." 
She  r<-eieinl>led  the  Godiless  of  Liberty,  .  :, 

.  Aiid  of  freedcun  the  niaiiile  she  wore. 

As  she  sighed  for  tiie  wronirs  of  her  country, 

As  she  strayed  along  Erin's  green  shore. 

,   '  "Iknow  you're  a  trne  son  to  Granue,  .    "  ■_ 

*  And  iuy  Becreis  to  you  ril  unfold. 

For  here  ill  tlie  inidul  of  all  diiiii^erK, 

Not  knowing  liiy  friends  from  my  focfl.    • 
I'm  ibe  duiigliter  of  Panitl  0"C<innell,  ■   • 

And  fioiii  En<;l;ind  I  lately  came  o"er; 
■ :  '  ■'        I've  coiiie  to  awaken  my  brethren 

Tliut  slumber  on  Erin's  green  shore." 

.        > 

Her  eyes  were  like  two  sparkling  ditiinonds,     '  i 

;  Or  the  titiirs  of  a  cold  frosty  night;  I,        : 

■■  ..  .        •  Her  cheeks  were  two  blooming  roces. 

And  Iter  teetli  of  the  ivory  8o  while.  ■•    ■ 

She  resemliled  the  Goddess  of  Freedom, 
And  greeu  WHS  the  mriiitle  she  wore, 
■    •         Bound 'round  with  the  shamrock  and  roses 
Tliat  grew  a'ong  Erin's  green  shore. 

In  triinsports  of  joy  I  awoke, 
.;.  And  found  I  l.nd  been  in  a  drenm. 

For  this  beautiful  damsel  had  fled  me,  '   '-%      ' 

And  I  longed  to  slumber  again.  '  ^   . 

May  the  heavens  above  be  her  guardian. 

For  I  know  I  shall  see  her  no  more; 
May  the  sunbeams  of  glory  sliine  o'er  her, 

Ab  she  strays  along  Erin's  green  shore. 

;  THE  WEARING  OF  THE  GREEN.   ^ 

Tlie  Woid«  and  Music  of  this  Sonp,  armneed  for  tlie  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
d'css,  p.ist|>aid.  on  iixvipt  of  iO  cents;  ortliis  and  any  two  othei-  Roiitrs  for  One  Hollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wfhm.an.  130  A  l.'H  Park  Row,  Kew  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Cliicaeo. 
Writ«  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre^8es  for  Free  Catulopriie  of  Sonors,  Soiipt  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  (jeiraan  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Oh,  P:iddy,  dear,  and  did  you  hear  the  news  that's  goii!g  'round? 
'I'lie  shamrock  is  forbid,  by  laws,  to  grow  on  Irisli  tiround; 
No  more -St.  Piitrick'B  day  we'll  keep,  his  color  last  be  seen, 
For  there's  a  hloTxly  law  auin  the  wearing  of  the  green. 
Oh.  I  met  with  Napper  Tandy, .and  he  took  me  by  tlie  hand. 
And  he  says:  IIow  is  poor  ould  Ireland,  and  how  does  she  standf 
Sill's  the  most  distressed  country  that  ever  I  Lave  seen, 
For  t-hey  are  hanging  men  and  women  for  the  wearing  of  the  green. 
'       And  since  the  color  we  must  wear  is  England's  cruel  red, 

Ould  Ireland's  sons  will  ne'er  forget  the  blood  flint  they  have  ehed; 

Then  lake  the  shamrock  from  your  liat  and  ciist  it  on  tlie  sod. 

It  will  take  root  and  flourish  still,  though  under  foot  'tis  trod. 

When  the  law  can  stop  the  blades  of  grass  from  growing  as  they  grow. 

And  when  the  leaves  in  tlie  siHinncr  time  their  verdure  do  not  show. 

Then  I  will  ciinnpe  ihe  color  I  wear  in  my  caubeen— 

But  till  tiiat  day,  plaze  God!  I'll  stick  to  the  wearing  of  the  green. 

But  if,  at  last,  her  colore  «hoald  be  torn  from  Ireland's  he.irt, 
Her  sons  with  shame  and  sorrow  from  the  dear  old  soil  will  part; 
I've  beard  whispers  of  a  country  that  lies  far  beyond  tlie  sea. 
Where  rich  and  poor  stand  equal,  in  the  light  of  freedom's  day. 
Oil.  Erin,  must  we  leave  yon.  driven  by  the  tyrant's  hand? 
Must  we  ask  a  mother's  lilessing  in  a  strange  and  happy  land? 
Wiiere  the  cruel  cross  of  England's  thraldom  is  never  to  be  seen. 
But  H  here,  thank  God,  we'll  live  and  die  Btill  wearing  of  the  gieen. 


•«/ 


LAMENT    OF    THE    IRISH    EMIGRANT. 


'rhe  Word*  and  Hiisic  of  this  Sontr,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sontts  for  one  IJollnr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  4  l.'!2  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Cliipa«o. 
Writ«  to  either  one  of  the  altove  addresses  for  Free  Catnlogue  of  Si'nes,  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Qerman  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Bool>8,  etc 

I'm  sitting  on  the  Btlle,  Mary,  where  we  eat  side  by  side 

On  a  bright  May  morning  long  ato,  when  first  you  were  my  bride: 

The  Corn  w  as  springing  fresh  and  green,  and  the  lark  sang  loud  and  high, 

And  the  red  was  on  thy  lip,  Mary,  and  the  love  light  in  your  eye. 

The  place  iB  little  changed,  Mary,  the  day  is  bright  ae  then. 

The  lark's  loud  song  ie  in  my  ear,  and  the  corn  is  creen  again; 

But  1  misB  the  soft  clasp  of  your  hand,  and  your  breath  warm  on  my  clieek, 

And  I  Btill  keep  list'ning  for  the  words  you  never  more  may  speak. 

'Tie  bnt  a  step  down  yonder  lane,  and  the  little  church  etands  neiir, 

The  church  where  we  were  wed,  Mary,  I  see  the  spire  from  here; 

Bui  tlie  graveyard  lies  between,  Mary,  and  my  step  may  break  your  rest. 

For  I've  laid  you,  darling,  down  to  sleep  with  your  l)aby  on  your  breast. 

I'm  very  lonely  now,  Mary,  for  the  poor  make  no  new  friends; 

Hut,  oh,  they  love  them  better  far,  the  few  Our  Father  sends. 

And  you  were  all  I  had,  Mary,  my  blessing  and  my  pride: 

There's  nothing  left  to  care  for  now  since  my  poor  Mary  died. 

I'm  liidding  yon  a  long  farewell,  my  Mary,  kind  and  trne, 

But  I'll  not  foreet  you,  darling,  in  the  land  I'm  going  to. 

They  say  there's  bread  and  work  for  all,  and  the  euiishiuc's  aUvaye  tlicre; 

But  I'll  not  forget  old  Ireland,  were  it  fifty  times  as  far. 

And  often  in  those  grand  old  woods  I'll  sit  and  shut  my  eves. 

And  my  heart  will  travel  back  aeain  to  the  place  where  Mary  lies; 

And  I'll  think  I  see  the  little  stile  where  we  sat  side  by  side. 

And  tlie  springing  corn  and  bright  May  mom,  when  first  yon  were  my  bride. 


THE    ROSE    OF    KILLARNEY. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonpr,  arramred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drem,  pust-paid.  on  receipt  of  <0  cents,  or  tliis  ami  any  two  i.tlier  Soiifts  for  Due  I>ollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman, 130  <t  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Cliicafo. 
Writfl  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catii|o(rue  of  Sonars,  &>ng  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Get  man  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc 

:.  .-,.•  .         Oh.  promise  to  meet  me  when  twilight  is  falling 
Beside  the  dark  waters  that  slumber  so  fair; 
Each  liird  in  the  meadow  your  name  will  lie  ciillinf;, 
.'  ■;  And  every  sweet  rosebud  will  look  for  you  there. 

It's  morning  and  evening  for  yon  I  am  Bighiiig,        •,.,". 
•  H  . :  The  lieart  in  my  bosom  is  yours  evermore;  ■   '!■  '-.,:■ 

,    i  I'll  watch  for  you.  darling,  when  daylight  is  dying, 

•■  .V  ■  Sweet  rose  of  Killaruey,  mavourneen  aetliore. 

My  heart  is  a  nest  that  is  robtied  and  forsaken. 

When  gone  from  my  sight  is  the  giri  that  I  love; 
One  word  from  your  lips  can  my  gladness  awaken, 
Your  smile  is  the  smile  of  the  anL'elg  above. 
■v      '_  Then  meet  me  at  tw>ilight  beside  the  bright  waters, 

N  The  love  that  I've  told  yon  I'd  whisper  once  more; 

Oh,  sweetest  and  fairest  of  Erin's  fair  daughterp. 
Dear  rose  of  Killaruey,  mavourneen  asthore.  ]  •'■'■j' 

:       ^.     f  PAT    MALLOY.  .  . 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonsr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  win  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-iiaid.  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Soiiirs  for  Une  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  A  132  Paik  Row,  Kew  York;  or  12.^  \V.  Madison  Street,  Oiioaco. 
Writff  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catnlotrne  of  Soncs.  Sons  Booikt, 
Sheet  Vasic,  Uennaii  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

At  sixteen  years  of  age  I  was  my  mother's  fair-haired  boy; 

She  kept  a  little  huckster  shop,  lier  name  it  was  Malloy: 

"  I've  fourteen  children,  Pat,"  says  she,  "  which  heaven  to  me  has  Bent, 

But  ciiildreii  ain't  like  pigs,  yon  know — they  can't  pay  the  rent." 

She  gave  me  every  shilling  there  was  in  the" till, 

And  kissed  me  fifty  times  or  more,  as  if  she'd  never  get  her  fill; 

"Oh,  heaven  bless  you.  Put,"  said  she,  "and  don't  forget,  my  boy, 

That  ould  Ireland  is  your  country,  and  your  name  ie  Pat  Malloy." 

Oh,  Enslnnd  ie  a  purty  place,  of  gold  there  ie  no  lack; 

1  iruiJged  from  York  to  London  with  me  scythe  ujion  me  back. 

The  English  firls  are  beautiful,  their  loves  1  don't  decline; 

The  euting  and  the  drinking,  too,  are  beautiful  and  fine. 

But  in  a  corner  Df  me  heart,  which  nobody  can  see. 

Two  eyes  of  Irish  blue  are  always  peepinir  out  at  me. 

Oil,  Molly,  darlin',  never  fear,  I'm  still  your  own  dear  boy — 

Ould  Ireland  is  we  country,  and  me  nanie  is  Pat  Malloy. 

From  Ireland  to  America  across  the  seas  I  roam,  -    ' 

Ai  d  every  shilling  that  I  got,  ah,  sure  1  eent  it  home: 

Me  mother  couldn't  write,  but,  oh,  lliere  came  from  Father  Boyce*. 

"Oil,  heaven  bless  yon,  Pat,"  says  she— I  hear  me  mother's  voice. 

But  now  I'm  going  home  again,  as  poor  as  I  begun. 

To  make  a  happy  girl  of  Moll,  and,  sure,  1  think  I  can; 

Me  pockets  tliey  are  empty,  but  me  lieart  is  filled  with  joy. 

For  ould  Ireland  is  ttie  country,  and  me  name  is  Pat  Malloy. 

"  THE    IRISH    STRANGER. 

The  Words  and  Mnpft  of  tiiis  Son?,  arraneed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
diesR,  postpaid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Soiiirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heniy  J.  Wehman. I'M  &  l,"t2  Park  Row,  New  York;  "or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chleaso. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre.'ses  for  Free  Catjilofrue  of  Sontrs,  Song  Boo&a, 
Sheet  Music,  German  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  ete. 

Oh.  pity  the  fate  of  a  poor  Irish  stranger, 
I  Tliat's  wandered  thus  far  from  his  home; 

I  siL'h  for  protection  from  want,  woe  and  danger,  .i 

But  know  not  which  way  for  to  roam. 
I  ne'er  shall  return  t<i  Hibernia's  bowers,  .   ;.  . 

:;         For  bigotry  hath  trampled  her  Bweet«st  of  floweM,  .^ 

That  gave  Comfort  to  me  in  my  loneliest  hours; 
;  They  are  gone  and  I'll  ne'er  sec  them  more.  '• 

,  With  wonder  I  g.ized  on  yon  proud,  lofty  building, 
.  '-■_  As  in  grandeur  it  rose  from  ftolord; 

,  "     .    With  Borrow  I  beheld  my  own  garden  soon  yielding 

Its  choicest  of  fruits  for  its  board.  .      ! 

Biiiwhere  is  my  father's  low  cottage  of  clay,  .    : 

Wherein  I  did  sjiend  many  a  long  happy  day?  :.,' 

-    Aliis!  has  bis  lordship  contrived  it  away?  ■:— 

Yes,  it's  gone  and  I'll  ne'er  eee  it  more. 

.    When  nature  was  eeen  on  the  sole  bush  and  bramble. 
Sit  emilinsr  in  beautiful  bloom, 
O'tr  the  fields  without  danger  I  ueed  to  ramble,   •  - 

And  lavish  amidst  her  perfume. 
Or  range  through  the  woods  w here  the  gay-feathered  throng 
Did  joyfully  siiiu  their  loud-echoing  eons;. 
;  The  days  then  of  summer  passed  swiftly  along,  .      . 

^  '.  -         Now  they  are  gone  and  I'll  ne'er  see  tliem  more. 

- .,    When  the  sloes  and  the  berries  hung  ripe  on  the  buehee, 
I've  gathered  them  off  without  harm, 
'  Ami  gone  to  the  fields  where  I've  shorn  the  green  rushes, 

Prep:iring  for  winter's  cold  storm: 
Or  I've  silt  hy  the  fire  on  a  cold  w  inter's  night,  : 

Along  with  my  friends,  telling  talcs  of  deligiit:  '        ./I 

Tiiose  tales  gave  me  pleasure,  I  could  them  invite. 
Now  tliey  are  gone — shall  I  ne'er  see  tlK-m  more? 

Bnt,  Erin,  end  Erin,  it  crirves  me  to  ponder 

On  the  wroiiiTS  of  thy  injured  isle; 
Thy  sons,  many  thousands,  deploring,  to  wander  S 

On  shores  far  away  in  exile.  '   I 

But  cive  me  the  power  to  cross  o'er  the  main,  --  : 

America  might  yield  me  some  eheltcr  from  pain;  .-  j 

I'm  only  lamenting  wliilst  here  I  remain  *> 

For  the  joys  that  I'll  ne'er  see  more. 
Farewell  then  to  Erin  and  those  I  left  weeping 

Upon  her  disconsolnte  shore: 
'  Farewell  to  the  grave  where  my  father  lies  sleeping, 

That  ground  I  still  dearly  adore; 
Farewell  to  each  pleasure  t  once  had  at  home,        ,  ,'..    ■- 
Farewell,  now  a  stranger  in  England  I  roam. 
-  Y  ,-    Oh.  eive  me  my  past  joys  or  give  me  a  lomb, 
'         Yes,  in  pity  I  aak  for  no  more. 
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NOW    THEN,    MOLLY. 

Send  for  Free  C&taloirue  of  Bona  Books,  I,«>tter  Wiitem,  Rre«iTn  Bootes.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Triok  Books.  Reritntlon  Books,  Prnny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  Books,  Sketch  Books, 
9tuiiip  Spe«clies,  li  i»li  S'>ii({  BtMika.  Cook  Bi'Oks,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 
lo  Ueorr  J.  Wehijian,  130  St  IXi  Park  Kow,  New  Yurk;  or  126  W.  Madlaoa  Street,  Ctaicasa 

I  live  wi|b  my  grnnny,  in  a  pretty  home, 

Down  a  iiiatic  dell,  where  the  ftyngies  roam; 

I've  KOt  i  youiiK  man  wlio  lives  uown  our  vray, 

Aiul  wti^  tie  talteg  me  for  a  walk,  you'll  bear  my  gnmny  lay: 

I  Chokcs. 

•f  "Npw  then,  Molly,  don't  stay  late; 

I  Doirt«tand  talking  at  the  old  toll-gate; 

V  Now  th<n,  Molly,  be  home  at  nine, 

I  For  conrtiu);  after  nine  o'clock  ie  all  mooDsbiDe." 

:    His  nam|  is  Biirney  Riley,  I  meet  hira  in  Armagh, 
.    He  ofteu'taki^B  nie  for  a  drive  in  his  jannting  car; 
-    Bat  it  is  i-eally  annoying  whenever  we  go  out. 

To  see  m^  granny  at  the  gate  and  hear  her  loudly  6\\oiit:—Chorut. 

There's  rfoing  to  be  a  wedding,  soon  I'll  be  his  own. 

For  Bariaey  IB  going  to  niurry  svvc'ct  Molly  Mulone; 

Oht  won  t  it  be  so  jolly,  the  bells  will  ring,  of  course, 

And  tbei  my  dear  old  granny  may  hollo  till  she  is  hoarse:— CAofUf. 

I  DONNELLY    AND    COOPER.        ^ 

^nd  for  Free*  Cataloi;ue  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Forhme  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Rwitntion  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  Books. Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeclies,  liinh  S-'Ug  Hooka.  Cook  B<>ok.«,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sheet  Music,  etc., 

to  Henry  J.  Wehi|>«n,  130  A  ISt  Park  Kow,  New  York;^r  126  W.  Hadiaon  Street,  Chicago. 

Come  all  yon  Irae-bom  Irishmen,  I  liope  yon  will  draw  near. 
And  llkewitie  pa(y  attention  to  those  few  llneB  you  hear; 
It's  of  a  true  story  as  ever  you  did  hear— 
It's  alx>ut  Donni  Illy  and  Cooper,  that  fought  all  on  Eildare. 

"Twas  on  the  3d  of  June,  brave  boys,  this  challenge  sent  o'er, 

From  Bi'itiaiiia  i  o  old  Grauna,  to  renew  her  eons  ouce  more; 

To  renew  her  Ba:ii*facti()n,  and  her  credit  to  recall. 

For  they're  all  i  i  deep  distraction  since  Donnelly  conquered  all. 

Old  Granna  read  the  challenge  received,  and  she  smiled. 

Saying, "You'd  better  hasten  to  Kildare,  my  well  beloved  child. 

There  you  will  ifign  victorious,  which  you  often  did  before. 

And, your  deeds  will  shine  so  gloriously  around  old  Erin's  shore.** 

The  challenge  was  accepted;  these  heroes  did  prepnre 

To  meet,  brave  Juptnin  Kelly  on  the  Ciirragh  of  Kildare; 

When  these  two  bully  chainplons  were  stripped  off  in  the  ring. 

They  both  were  still  determined  on  each  other's  blood  to  spill.  V 

Froni  6  to  9  ,  pa  Tie<l  ti.eir  time,  till  Donnelly  knocked  him  down. 

Old  grauna  snii  ed:    Well  done,  my  child:  ttiat  it>  ten  thousund  pounds! 

The  second  ro\ii  d  that  Cooper  fought,  he  knocked  down  Donnelly, 

Likeivise  true  gi  me  was  Donnelly,  be  rose  most  furiously. 

Righit  active  then  was  Cooper— he  knocked  Donnelly  down  again; 

Tiio«e  Englishnleii  then  gave  three  cheers,  saying;  "the  buttles  all  in  vain." 

Long  life  to  brikVe  M  ss  Kelly,  she  s  recorded  on  tlie  plain; 

She  boldly  stepjied  into  the  ring,  saying,  "  Dan,  my  boy,  what  do  you  manef 

My  I^ish  boy,"  fhe  said,  "  my  whole  estate  I've  bet  ou  yon,  brave  Donnelly." 

Doni^elly  rose  a^aln,  and  ineetinG;  with  great  miglif. 

And  to  stagiiatelthose  nobles  all,  continued  to  his  fight; 

Cooper  stood  injhie  own  defence;  exertion  proved  in  vain. 

He  eyon  received  a  temple  blow  that  knocked  him  ou  the  plain. 

Now  yon  sons  of  proud  Brittania,  your  boasting  now  recall. 

Since  Cooper  uofv,  by  Donnelly,  he  met  a  sad  downfall. 

Out  pt  eleven  roiinds  gave  nine  knock-downs  and  broke  his  jaw-bone. 

"Sh^ke  hands,'!  said  she,  "  brave  Donnelly,  the  battle's  all  our  own." 
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D^AR   HARP    OF    MY   COUNTRY. 


Bend  ^or  FreeiCataIo(?ue  of  Sonir  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  nookn.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, iVick  Books.  Keritiitlon  Books,  IVnny  Biiliads.  Call  Books.  Joke  B  .oks.Sltetch  B.-oks, 
Stump  Speeches,  m  it'll  S.ok  Books.  Cook  B^oks.  Bonks  i.f  Aiiiusenient,  Hieet  Music,  etc 
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Deir  harp  of  my  country,  in  darkness  I  found  thee; 

"Ihe  cold  chain  of  silence  had  hung  o'er  thee  long, 
Wieii  proudly,  my  own  island  harp,  I  unbound  thee, 

AikI  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  freedom  and  song. 
Tlie  warm  lay  of  love  and  light  note  of  gladness 

Have  wakened  thy  fondest,  thy  loveliest  thrill. 
Bin  so  oft  hast  tliou  echoed  the  deep  sigh  of  sadness, 

'that  e'en  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  from  thee  still. 
Dekr  harji  of  my  country,  farewell  to  thy  numbers, 

"IhiB  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  we  shall  twine; 
Gol-sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  fame  on  thy  slumbers, 

"till  touched  by  some  hand  less  unworthy  than  mine. 
If  llie  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier  or  lover. 

Have  throbbed  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  alone; 
I  Was  but  as  the  wind,  paseing  heedlessly  over. 

And  all  the  wild  sweetness  I  waked  was  thy  own. 

LIMERICK    IS    BEAUTIFUL. 

Sind  for  Freejcatalojfue  of  Sontr  Books,  I/etter  Writers,  Uream  Boohs.  Kortnne  Tell- 
ers, TOck  Bo^ks,  Kecltetlon  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  B'>okii, Sketch  Books, 
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Limerick  is  beaitiful,  as  everybody  knows; 

The  river  Shaniion,  full  of  fish,  through  that  city  flows; 

But  "lie  not  the  fiver  or  fish  that  weighs  upon  my  mind. 

Nor  With  the  toln  of  Limerick  I've  any  fault  to  find— Ocbone,  ocboDe. 

The  felrl  I  love  It  beautiful  and  soft-eyed  as  the  fawn; 

She  lives  In  Garfyowen,  and  is  called  the  Colleen  Bawn. 

And  proudly  as  that  river  flows  through  that  .famed  city. 

As  proudly,  andj  without  a  word,  that  colleen  goes  by  me. 

If  I  *a8  made  tlie  Emperor  of  Russia  to  command,  ; 

Or  Jblius  Ctesarj  or  the  Lord  Li<;uteiiant  of  the  land, 

I'd  give  my  plate  and  golden  store.  I'd  tive  np  my  army; 

The  horses,  the  pifles,  and  the  foot,  and  the  Royal  Artillery. 

I'd  give  the  crovjrn  from  off  my  head,  my  people  on  their  knees, 

I'd  give  the  fleedof  sailing  ships  upon  the  briny  seas. 

A  b«^i;ar  I  wou|]  go  to  bed,  and  happy  rise  at  dawn, 

If  by  my  side,  f4>r  my  sweet  bride,  I  had  found  my  Colleen  Bawn. 


FATHER    TOM    O'NEIL. 

There  was  a  woman  lived  in  this  place,  she  had  three  charming  sons. 
Their  father  died  and  left  them  when  very  young; 
A  long  time  she  endeavored  to  maintain  her  darling  sons. 
Until  the  youngest  one  became  a  man  at  the  age  of  twenty-one. 
One  night  he  discoursed  with  his  mother,  these  words  to  her  did  Bay: 
I  think  it  will  fall  on  one  of  us  to  go  fur  away; 
Your  land  is  too  small  to  support  us  all,  and  if  yon  would  agree, 
I  am  fully  bent  and  well  content  a  clergyman  to  be.  ': 

His  mother  being  glad  to  hear  such  a  thoii^ht  come  in  bis  mind, 
She  says:  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  hel)>  my  darling  child. 
She  spoke  unto  lii«  brothers,  and  they  did  soon  agree, 
They'^d  send  him  off  to  college  a  elergymau  to  be. 
He  was  not  long  in  college  when  the  Rev.  Bishop  Brown 
Came  to  examine  the  collegiuns  and  viewed  them  all  around. 
He  saw  this  clever  young  man,  marked  him  above  them  all- 
He  was  the  first  he  did  discourse  when  ou  them  he  did  call. 
He  says:  Young  man,  where  are  you  from?  come,  tell  me  your  name. 
I  am  from  the  County  Armagh,  they  call  me  Tom  O'Neill;  . 
My  mother  she  is  a^widow  of  a  low  degree; 
She  has  done  her  best  eudeavors  to  luake  a  priest  of  me. 

As  Thomas  O'Neill  then  is  your  name,  the  Bishop  he  did  say: 

Go,  study  hard,  l)oth  night  and  day, 

1  will  have  you  soon  ordained,  to  help  your  mother  that  did  so  well  for  lliee; 

I  will  send  you  home  a  credit,  your  country  boys  to  see. 

When  this  young  man  came  home  ordained,  the  neighbors  were  glad  to  bear. 

And  all  that  came  to  welcome  him,  came  in  twos  and  threes; 

Tan icniarly  his  own  dear  friends  to  welcome  him  they  ran. 

And  you  never  saw  such  welcome  as  was  for  the  widow's  son. 

There  was  a  man  living  in  this  place,  he  was  as  rich  as  a  duke  or  knight; 

He  had  an  only  daughter,  she  was  a  beauty  bright. 

She  says  unto  her  tatlier:  1  will  go  this  young  man  to  see, 

k'My  before  be  weut  lo  college,  he  was  u  schoolboy  along  with  me. 

She  was  brought  Into  a  parlor,  where  she  drank  ale  and  wine; 

.Mlie  sajs:   You  are  a  clever  young  man,  I  would  have  you  resign; 

What  made  yon  be  a  clergymanf  you  know  you  are  astray. 

For  a  clergyniau  must  rise  by  night,  and  travel  bard  by  day.      .         <  - ; 

Come  take  some  noble  lady,  whose  fortune  will  he  grand; 

You  will  have  men  to  wait  on  you,  and  be  a  gentleman. 

Come  take  myself  now,  as  1  stand;  you  know  my  fortune  is  great: 

I  have  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year,  and,  at  death,  a  whole  estate.  • 

He  says:  My  noble  lady,  do  not  explain  your  mind,  «•    ' 

Kor  if  you  offer  ten  times  more,  I  would  not  resign; 

For  in  this  holy  station  I  mean  to  lead  my  life; 

So  say  no  more,  my  dearest  dear,  I  will  never  take  a  wife. 

It  was  when  he  did  deny  her,  this  villain,  she  came  home,  ^ 

And,  in  eiirht  weeks  after,  Irt  secret  she  let  know;  |' 

She  swore  l)cfore  the  magistrate  that  he  did  her  beguile;- 

And  for  four  long  weeks  before  she  went  to  him  she  was  with  child. 

The  morning  of  hie  trial,  It  grieved  our  heart  full  sore 

To  see  his  tender  mother;  it  trieved  her  ten  times  more 

To  see  her  son,  a  clergyman,  his  a::e  about  twenty -three. 

To  be  cut  down,  iu  his  prime,  by  cruel  perjury. 

Now,  Tom,  w  hat  is  the  reason  you  don't  marry  this  fair?  ' . 

1  think.  She  is  a  companion  for  a  duke,  I  declare. 
Wiiat  are  you  but  a  widow's  eon,  that  is  both  poor  and  meanf 
You  might  think  it  a  great  honor  such  a  lady  to  obtain. 

Then  Father  Tom  stood  up  and  said:  I  have  no  witness  here. 
I  mil  on  the  Almigtity,  and  he  will  make  me  clear: 
I  ne.ver  said  I  would  marry  her,  or  make  her  my  wife. 
For  I  never  knew  a  female  from  a  man  in  all  my  life. 

Now,  Tom,  as  you  won't  marry  her,  I  will  cive  you  to  nndcrstand. 

Seven  long  years  transportation  into  Van  Diemun's  Land: 

That  is  bad,  but  it  might  be  worse.    Then  Father  Tom  did  say: 

Our  Saviour  suffered  more  than  that  when  he  died  on  Calvary. 

These  words  were  hardly  spoken,  when  a  horse  came  as  swift  as  wind, 

And  on  him  came  a  rider,  saying:    I  was  not  here  in  time;  ,  m\ 

1  cull  that  trial  over  again  -I  am  here  that  can  reply:  I 

She  wants  two  fathers  for  her  child— that's  Father  Tom  and  I. 

I  can  tell  the  very  moment,  likewise  the  very  spot. 

She  gave  me  ten  thousand  pounds  the  night  the  child  was  got. 

She  eaid  she  would  give  me  a  thousand  more  if  I  would  not  let  on; 

She  wants  to  make  a  husband  of  the  Right  Reverend  Father  Tom. 

1'hen  Father  Tom  put  on  his  hat  and  then  began  to  smile; 

He  says  unto  his  mother:  Yon  see  how  God  assists  your  child; 

They  looked  on  one  another,  when  they  found  h<  r  [x-rjury; 

The  villain  was  found  guilty,  and  his  reverence  ctime  home  free. 

KATTY   AV0URNE£N. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  S<>n(t  will  be  sent  to  any  addrcsK,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  10 
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130 <k  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  126  W.  Madison  Street.  Chicago. 

'Twas  a  cold  winter's  night  and  the  tempest  was  snarliu*. 

The  snow  like  a  sheet  covered  cabin  and  sty; 
When  Blimey  flew  over  the  hills  to  his  darlin', 
\  And  tanpea  at  the  window  where  Katty  did  lie. 

"Arrahl  jewel,  said  he;  "are  ye  sleei>in'  or  waklu't 

The  night's  cold  an' my  coat  it  is  thin: 
OhI  the  storm 'tis  a-brewin',  the  frost  it  is  bnkin', 

Oht  Katty  Avournecii,  you  must  let  me  in." 

"Arrah  Barney,"  crietl  she,  an'  she  spoke  thro'  a  window; 

"Ah!  would  you  be  takiii' me  out  of  my  bedf 
^  To  come  at  this  time,  it's  a  siiame  and  a  sin,  too: 

It's  whiskey,  not  love,  that's  got  into  your  head. 
If  your  heart  it  was  true,  of  my  fume  you'd  be  tender; 

Consider  the  time,  an' there's  nobody  in; 
OliJ  what  has  a  poor  girl  but  her  name  to  defend  her,  . 

No,  Barney  Avourneeu,  I  won't  let  you  in." 

"Ah I  cusbla,"  cried  he,  "it's  my  heart  is  a  fountain. 
That  weeps  for  the  wrong  it  might  lay  at  your  door; 

Tour  name  is  more  white  than  the  snow  on  the  mountain,         ^ 
And  Barney  would  die  to  preserve  it  as  pure:  - 

I  will  go  to  my  home,  though  the  winter  winds  face  me,  , 

I'll  whistle  them  off,  for  I'm  happy  within: 

An' the  words  of  my  Kathleen  will  comfort  and  bless  me;     "  .■ 
., ,-        OhI  Barney  Avourneen,  I  won't  let  yon  In." 
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—  JENNIE,   THE    FLOWER   OF   KILDARE. 

The  Worda  and  Uasic  of  this  Snng,  amtniced  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
drew,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonm  for  (Ine  Dollar, 
hy  Heni-y  J.  Wehinan.  130  *  132  Parlt  R^w,  New  Yoilc;  oi- 125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago, 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  C»tHli>(rue  nf  Suntrs,  Song  BooKS, 
Uieet  Music,  German  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-eam  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 

I'm  thinking  of  Erin  to-niglit. 
And  the  little  while  cot  by  the  eea, 

Where  Jennie,  my  ilarliiig.  now  dwells,  '  ' 

The  fairest  and  dearcft  to  me. 

I  know  that  she  waits  fur  me  day  after  day. 
My  lieart  ever  longs  to  be  there. 

To  meet  her,  my  darling,  my  own- 
Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare. 

Chorus. 
I  know  tliat  she's  waiting  for  me,  my  heart  ever  longs  to  l)e  there. 
To  meet  her,  my  darlicg,  my  own— sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare. 
I'm  waiting  her  sweet  face  to  see, 

Wiiile  we're  parted  I  linger  in  paLii;      .^ 
But  soon  will  my  heart  beat  with  joy. 

O'er  the  sea  I'll  lie  suiting  again. 
Again  her  sweet  kisses  of  love  to  receive. 

For  her  the  sea's  storms  I  will  dare, 
To  meet  her,  my  darling,  my  own —  ■  '. 

Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare.— CAorw.  j 

CROOSKEEN    LAWN. 

The  Word*  and  Mnsic  of  this  Song,  arrantred  for  the  piano,  will  be  sant  to  any  ad- 

ireon,  p-idt-imid.  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  tliis  and  any  two  ntlirr  Souks  f"r  one  Dollur. 
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Shuet  Music,  Uermau  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-eam  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Let  tiie  farmer  praise  his  grounds,  as  the  liiinter  does  his  hounds. 

And  the  shepherd  his  sweet-scented  lawn, 
W'liile  I,  more  blest  than  they,  spend  each  liapjiy  night  and  day 
With  my  smiling  little  crooskeeu  lawn,  lawn,  lawn. 
Oh,  my  smiling  liiilf  crooskeen  lawn.  .»     _ 

Leaute  ruma  crooskecn,  sleante  gar,  mavourueen; 
'•  ■  Auiis  gramiichree,  ma  colleen,  bun,  ban,  ban. 

Ague  grumachree.  ma  colleen,  bun. 

"1 
In  court  with  manly  grace,  should  Sir  Tohy  plade  his  case, 

And  the  merits  of  his  Ciiuse  made  known; 
Without  his  cheerful  glass  he'd  be  stupid  as  an  ass. 
So  he  takes  a  little  crooskeen  lawn.  « 

Then  fill  your  glasses  liiKh,  let's  not  part  with  lips  so  dry, 

Tliougli  the  lark  should  proclaim  it  is  dawn; 
But  if  we  can't  remain,  niny  we  shortly  meet  again 

To  fill  another  crooskeen  lawn. 

And  when  grim  death  appears  after  few  but  happy  years. 

And  tells  the  my  glass  it  is  run, 
I'll  say:  Begone,  you  slave,  for  great  Bacchus  gives  me  lave 

Just  to  fill  another  crooskeen  lawn. 

THE    DEAR    IRISH    BOT. 
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My  Connor's  cheeks  are  as  ruddy  as  mom, 

The  brightest  of  pearls  but  mimic  his  teeth; 
While  niiture  with  ringlets  his  mild  brow  adorn. 
His  hair's  cnpid's  bow  strings,  and  roses  his  breath. 

Chorus.  '  ! 

Smiling,  beguiline,  cheering,  endearing. 

Together  oft  o'er  the  mountain  we've  strayed;  \.-. 

By  each  other  delighted,  and  fondly  united,        ^  ' 

I've  listened  all  day  to  my  dear  Irish  boy. 

No  roebuck  more  swift  can  flee  o'er  the  mountain,  .  •  V 

No  Briion  bolder 'midst  danger  or  scar;  ''■ 

He's  Sightly,  he's  rightly,  he's  as  clear  as  the  fountain. 

His  eye's  twinkling  love,  and  he's  gone  to  the  war. —  Chorus. 
The  soft  tuning  lark  it8,notes  shall  cease  to  mourning, 

The  dull  screaming  owl  shall  cease  its  night's  slee));        ;     .  . 
While  seeking  lone  walks  in  the  shade^of  the  evening. 

If  my  Connor  return  not,  I'll  ne'er  cease  to  v/eep.— Chorus. 

The  war  is  all  over,  and  my  love  is  not  returning, 

I  fear  that  some  envious  plot  has  been  laid; 
Or  some  cruel  goddess  has  him  captivated. 

And  left  me  to  mourn  here,  a  dear  Irish  maid.  .    . 

THE    WILD    IRISH    BOY.  V      ^^ 
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Farewell  to  the  dear  laud  I  leave  far  behind. 
Farewell  to  my  father,  although  he  be  blind; 
Shall  I  ever  forget  him,  while  my  heart  Iteats  with  joy? 
For  he  called  me  his  darling,  the  wild  Irish  boy. 

When  I  came  to  this  country  I  had  brogues  on  my  feet 
And  coi'diiroy  breeches,  although  I  looked  neat; 
Yet  the  boys  they  all  laughed  at  me,  which  to  me  was  a  joy. 
For  they  called  me  the  hero,  the  wild  Irish  boy. 

There  is  one  they'll  remember  and  never  forget, 

'Tis  Washington's  dear  friend,  the  hold  Lafayette,  '  '  " 

Who  gave  fortune  and  all,  not  wishing  for  fame. 

For  he  dearly  loved  freedom  and  Washington's  name. 

I'll  send  for  my  parents,  and  they  will  come  here. 

To  a  land  filled  with  plenty,  and  a  land  they  love  dear; 

For  I  know  they  will  bless  me,  while  their  hearts  beat  with  joy, 

For  they  called  me  their  own  son,  their  wild  Irish  boy. 

There's  the  land  of  my  kindred  I'll  never  forget,  i    •        -,      .  - 

For  the  time  it  may  come  when  it  will  be  happy  yet;  ''-Z-'-^-'' 

Would  to  God  it  were  now,  for  'twould  give  me  great  joy  - .  ')'■.  i--. , 

For  to  gaze  once  more  on  it,  though  a  wild  Irish  boy. 


^i 


THE    BLACKBIRD. 

Rend  for  Free  Catalpsrne  of  Soncr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Fortare  Tell- 
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It  was  one  fine  morning  for  soft  recreation, 
-..  I  heard  a  fair  damsel  niakini;  a  sad  moan;     ■ ':       '.'.     .  •' 

Sighing  and  sobbing  with  sad  lamentation,  :  ... 

Saying  my  Blackbird  most  royal  has  flown. 

My  thoughts  they  deceived  me,  reflection  it  grieves  me. 

And  I  am  o'erburdened  with  sad  misery; 
But  if  death  should  blind  me,  as  true  love  inclines  me. 

My  Blackbird  I'll  seek  out  wherevei  I  be. 

Once  in  fair  England  my  Black)>ird  did  flourish. 

He  was  the  chief  flower  that  in  it  did  spring; 
Fair  ladies  of  honor  his  person  did  nourish. 

Because  that  he  was  the  true  son  of  a  king. 

But.  oh,  that  false  fortune  has  proved  so  uncertain. 

That  caus'd  the  parting  l)etween  you  and  me; 
But  if  he  remain  in  France  or  in  Spain, 

I'll  be  true  to  my  Blackbird  wherever  he  be. 
In  England  my  Blackbird  and  I  were  together. 

When  he  was  the  most  noble  and  gen'rous  of  heart;    ■■ 
But  woe  to  the  time  when  he  arrives  there, 

Alast  he  was  soon  forced  from  me  to  part. 

In  Italy  he  beam'd  and  was  highly  esteemed,  * 

In  England  he  seems  but  a  stranger  to  me; 
■         But  if  be  remain  in  France  or  in  Spain, 

All  blessings  on  my  Blackbird  wtierever  he  be. 

But  if  by  the  fowler  my  Blackbiid  is  taken, 

Sighing  and  sobbing  will  be  all  the  tnne; 
But  if  he  is  safe,  and  I'm  not  mistaken, 

I  hope  I  will  see  him  in  May  or  in  Jane. 

The  birds  of  the. forest  they  all  flock  together. 
The  turtle  whs  chosen  to  dwell  with  the  dove;         •    - 

So  I'm  resolved,  in  fair  or  foul  weather. 
Once  in  the  spring  to  seek  out  my  love. 

Oh,  he  is  my  treasure,  my  joy  and  my  pleasure, 

He'«  justly  beloved,  though  my  heart  follow  thee; 
How  constant  and  kind,  and  courageous  of  mind, 
■   ,  Deserving  of  blessing  wherever  he  be. 

It's  not  the  wide  ocean  can  fright  me  with  danger,^ 
Although  like  a  pil^rin\  I  wander  forlorn; 
\  For  I'll  find  more  friendship  from  one  that's  a  stranger. 

More  than  from  one  that  in  Britain  was  boru. 

THE    BELLS    OF    SHANDON. 
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With  a  deep  affection  and  recollection 

I  often  think  of  those  Shandon  bells. 
Whose  sounds  so  wild  would  in  days  of  childhood 

Fling  'round  my  cradle  their  magic  spells.  ' 

On  this  I  ponder,  where'er  I  wander,  ■  '    .  ' 

And  then  grow  fonder,  sweet  Cork,  of  thee; 
While  thy  bells  of  Shandon  sound  far  more  grand  --    - 

On  the  pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee. 

I've  heard  bells  chiming  full  many  a  clime  in, 
■."  Toiling  sublime  in  catheilral  shrine,  •      - 

While  at  a  glil)e  rate  brass  tongues  would  vibrate,       '  •-. , 

But  all  their  niusic  spoke  naught  like  thine.  -^ 

For  inem'ry  dwelling  on  each  proud  swelling  .r 

Of  thy  l)elfiy,  knelling  its  bold  notes  free,  • 

l$ade  the  bells  of  Shandon  sound  far  more  grand 
•;  ■•■  On  the  pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee. 

I've  heard  bells  tolling  "Old  Adrian's  Mole"  in,  '  ." 

.     Their  thunders  rolling  from  the  Vatican, 
With  cymhols  glorious,  swinging  uproarious, 

In  the  gorgeous  turrets  of  Notre  Dame; 
But  thy  sounds  are  sweeter  than  the  dome  of  Peter, 

Flings  o'er  the  Tiber,  pealing  solemnly— 
Oh,  the  bells  of  Shandon  sound  far  more  grand 

On  the  pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee. 

There's  a  bell  in  Moscow,  while  on  tow'r  and  kiosk  O, 

In  St.  Sophia  the  Turkman  gets. 
And  loud  in  air  calls  men  to  prayer, 
•    "  From  the  tap'ring  summit  of  tall  minarets; 

Such  emi>ty  phantom  I  freely  grant  them. 

But  there's  an  emblem  more  dear  to  me—  -  '/ ■ 

'Tis  the  bells  of  Shandon  that  sound  so  gr.ind 

On  the  pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee. 

NO    IRISH    WANTED    HERE. 

Oh,  I'm  an  Irish  laborer,  I'm  hardy,  stout  and  strong. 
And  idleness  I  never  loved,  to  my  race  it  don't  belong: 
I've  still  the  strength  and  will  to  toil,  for  the  wants  ot  life  art  dear. 
But  told,  whene'er  I  ask  for  work,_iio  Irish  wanted  here. 

Chorus. 
Yon  might  think  it  a  misfortune  to  be  christened  Pat  or  Dan, 
.  'i'o  me  it  is  a  blessing  to  be  called  an  Irishman; 
For  I  may  live  to  see  the  day,  'twill  come,  oh,  never  fonr.  -■   ■ 

When  ignorance  gives  place  to  sense  au<i  yoa'll  welcome  Irish  here. 
When  your  country  was  in  danger  a  few  short  years  ago. 
You  were  not  so  particular  about  who  would  fight  the  foe: 
When  men  were  needed  for  the  ranks  to  preserve  rights  so  dear, 
.  Among  the  bravest  of  the  brave  it  was,  Irish  wanted  here  —Cfianu. 

For  generous  hearts  and  charity  yon  may  search  the  world  around; 
Poor  Paddy's  hospitJility,  sure,  its  like  was  never  found. 
He'd  give  the  clothes  from  his  hack,  his  blood  for  friends  so  dear; 
But  prejudice  and  envy  vile  says,  no  Irish  wanted  here.— Chofus. 
•  Oh,  let  your  heart  be  kind  and  just,  and  help  Paddy  from  the  Trail, 
■    For  God  in  heaven  made  the  world,  with  lots  of  room  for  all: 
' , '-:  Let's  stretch  our  hands  across  the  sea,  that  green  old  isle  so  dear. 
And  give  the  Irish  girls  and  boys  glad  welcome  over  here.—  C hofvt. 
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THEN,   HOLLT. 
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^I  live  withimy  ernuny,  in  a  pretty  home, 

•  Down  a  rustic  dell,  where  the  Kyi'Bies  roam; 

I  I've  got  a  ioung  man  who  lives  down  our  way, 

t  Aiul  wbenjlie  takes  me  for  a  walk,  you'll  bear  my  granny  eay: 

Choki;b. 

*'  Now  then,  Molly,  don't  stay  late; 

Doii'lifLand  tiilkliig  at  the  old  toll-gate; 

Now  then,  Molly,  be  home  at  nine, 

For  dourtiug  after  nine  o'clock  is  all  moonshine." 

His  name  Is  Barney  Riley,  I  meet  him  in  Armagh, 
I  He  often  takes  me  for  a  drive  in  his  jaunting  car; 
;  But  it  is  r«Jally  annoying  wheuerer  we  go  out, 
[Tueee  my  jcranny  at  the  gate  and  hear  her  loudly  t\ioxit:—Cfu»'us. 
I  There 'h  going  to  be  a  wedding,  soon  I'll  be  his  own, 
I  For  Barney  is  going  to  niurry  sweet  Molly  Mulone;  ,         • 

lOht  won'tlit  be  so  jolly,  the  bells  will  ring,  of  course, 
;Aud  then  ^y  dear  old  granny  may  hollo  till  she  ia  Uoane:— Chorus. 

f  t>ONNELLY    AND    COOPER.        ^ 
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Come  jail  you  tnid-bom  Irishmen,  I  hope  yon  will  draw  near. 
And  likewit<e  pay  attention  to  thoec  few  lines  you  hear; 
It's  of-a  true  story  as  ever  you  did  hear— 
It's  about  Donnelly  and  Cooper,  that  fought  all  on  Eildare. 

'Twasion  the  3d  qf  June,  brave  boys,  tliis  challenge  sent  o'er. 
From  Britiania  tij  old  Qrauna,  to  renew  her  eons  once  more; 
To  reiiew  her  eatikf action,  and  her  credit  to  recall. 
For  tlijey're  all  Inkleep  distraction  sluce  Donnelly  conquered  all. 

Old  G^anna  read  the  challenge  received,  and  she  smiled. 
Saying."You'il  batter  hasten  to  Kildare,  my  well  beloved  child. 

ThereTyou  will  rcign  victorious,  which  you  often  did  before. 

And  ypur  deeds  \^ii\  shine  so  Kloriously  aronnd  old  Erin's  abore." 

accepted;  these  heroes  did  prepare 
iiptHin  Kelly  on  the  Ciirrauh  of  Kildare; 
luily  champions  were  stripped  off  in  the  rlncf, 
■ill  determined  on  each  other's  blood  to  spill.  ^ 

Bed  their  time,  till  Donnelly  knocked  him  down, 
d:    Well  done,  my  child;  that  Is  ten  thousand  ponnds! 
that  Cooper  fought,  he  knocked  down  Donnelly, 
pe  was  Donnelly,  he  rose  most  furiously, 
j  was  Cooper^lie  knocked  Donnelly  down  ngain; 
}i  then  gave  three  cheers,  saying;  "the  bullies  ail  in  vain." 
M  ss  Kelly,  she  s  recorded  on  the  plain; 
i  into  the  ring,  saying,  "  Dan,  my  noy,  what  do  you  mancf 
^e  said,  "  my  whole  estate  I've  bet  on  you,  brave  Donnelly.'' 

Donnelly  rose  agiiln,  and  ineetinc  with  great  might, 

And  to  stagnate  tjiose  nobles  all,  continued  to  his  fight; 

Cooper  stood  in  ills  own  defence;  exeriion  proved  in  vain, 

lie  BO<>n  received  la  temple  blow  that  knocked  him  on  the  plain. 

Now  you  sons  of  proud  Brittauia,  your  boasting  now  recall. 

Since  Cooper  noW,  by  Donnelly,  he  met  a  sad  downfall. 

Out  of  eleven  rouiids  gave  nine  knock-downs  and  broke  his  jnw-bonc. 

"  Shake  bauds,"  Buid  she,  "  brave  Donnelly,  the  battle's  all  our  own." 

■H~"DEAR    HARP    or    MY    COUNTRY, 
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Deal  harp  of  my  country,  in  darkness  I  found  thee; 

Tl  e  cold.chain  of  silence  had  hung  o'er  thee  long, 
Wh<  H  proudly,  my  own  island  harp.  I  unbound  thee, 

Ai  id  gave  all  thy  chords  to  light,  freedom  and  eong. 
Th.e  warm  lay  of  love  and  light  note  of  t;ladneB8 

H  ive  wakened  thy  fondest,  thy  loveliest  thrill. 
But  'o  oft  hast  thou  echoed  the  deep  sigh  of  sudnesa, 

Tl  lat  e'en  in  ihy  mirlb  it  will  steal  from  thee  still. 
Dea   harp  of  my  country,  farewell  to  thy  numbers, 

Tl  lis  sweet  wreath  of  song  is  the  last  we  shall  twine; 
Go-  sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  fame  on  thy  slumbers, 

Ti  11  touched  by  some  hand  less  unwortiiy  thian  mine. 
If  tl  e  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier  or  lover, 
,  H  ive  throbbed  at  onr  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  alone; 
I  wi  s  but  as  the  wind,  passing  heedlessly  over, 

A:  id  all  the  wild  sweetness  I  wuked  was  thy  own. 


The  cnallengc  we 

To  meet,  brave  <.1 
When] these  two  ' 
They  poth  were  1 
From  JB  to  9  ,  parij 
Old  Orauna  smile 
'I'he  s^(uid  roun(] 
Likewiise  true  gaij 
Right  jactive  then 
Thosel  English  me 
Long  life  to  bravi 
She  b<>ldly  steppJ 
My  Irish  boy.'   slj 


riji 


piMERICK    IS    BEAUTIFUL. 
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Limerick  is  beauUfnl,  as  everybody  knows;  | 

The  river  Shannon,  full  of  fish,  through  that  city  flows; 
But  'lis  not  the  rwer  or  fish  that  weighs  upon  my  mind. 
Nor  with  the  town  of  Limerick  I've  any  fault  to  find— OchoQe,  ochones 
The  elrl  I  love  isjbeautlful  and  soft-eyed  as  the  fawn; 
She  lives  in  Garrfowen,  and  is  called  the  Colleen  Bawn. 
And  proudly  as  tpat  river  flows  through  that  famed  city, 
iihout  a  word,  tliat  colleen  goes  by  me. 

Emperor  of  Russia  to  command, 

>r  the  Lord  Lieutenant  of  the  land, 

land  golden  store.  I'd  uive  up  my  army; 

fles,  and  the  foot,  and  the  Royal  Artillerjf. 

from  off  my  head,  my  people  on  their  knees, 
if  sailing  ships  upon  the  Ijriny  seas, 
go  to  bed.  and  happy  rise  at  dawn. 


As  proudly,  and 
If  I  was  made  th^ 
Or  Julius  Csesar,  | 
I'd  give  my  plate 
The  horses,  the  1 

I'd  give  the  crow^ 
I'd  give  the  fleet  < 
A  be|i*);ar  I  woul ' 


If  by  my  side,  foj-  my  sweet  bride,  I  had  found  my  Colleen  Bawn. 


-  FATHER   TOM    O'NEIL. 

There  was  a  woman  lived  in  this  place,  she  had  three  charming  sons. 

Their  father  died  and  left  them  when  very  young; 

A  long  time  she  endeavored  to  maintain  her  darling  sons, 

Until  the  youngest  one  became  a  man  at  the  age  of  twenty-one. 

One  night  he  discoursed  with  bis  mother,  these  words  to  her  did  My:    . 

I  think  it  will  fall  on  one  of  us  to  go  far  away; 

Your  land  is  too  small  to  support  us  all,  and  if  you  would  agree, . 

I  am  fully  bent  and  well  content  a  clergyman  to  be. 

His  mother  being  glad  to  hear  such  a  tboif^ht  conic  in  his  mind. 

She  says:  I  will  do  all  I  can  to  hel|)  my  darling  child. 

She  spoke  unto  hvs  brothers,  and  they  did  soon  agree. 

They'd  send  him  off  to  college  a  elergymau  to  be. 

He  was  not  long  in  college  when  the  Rev.  Bishop  Brown 

Came  to  examine  the  collegians  and  viewed  tliem  all  around. 

He  saw  this  clever  young  man,  nuirked  him  above  them  all — 

He  was  the  first  he  did  discourse  when  on  them  he  did  cull. 

He  says:  Young  man,  where  are  you  from?  come,  tell  me  your  name. 

1  am  from  the  County  Armagh,  they  call  me  Tom  O'Neill; 

My  mother  she  is  a  widow  of  a  low  degree; 

She  has  done  her  lH:st  endeavors  to  make  a  priest  of  me. 

As  Thomas  O'Neill  then  is  your  name,  the  Bishop  he  did  say: 

Uo,  study  hard,  both  night  and  day, 

I  will  have  you  soon  ordained,  to  help  your  mother  that  did  so  well  for  thee; 

I  will  send  you  home  a  credit,  your  country  boys  to  see. 

When  this  young  man  came  home  ordained,  the  neighbors  were  glad  to  bear. 

And  all  that  cume  to  welcome  bin),  came  in  twos  and  threes; 

I'uriicniarly  his  own  dear  friends  to  welcome  him  they  run. 

And  you  never  saw  such  welcome  as  was  for  the  widow's  son. 

There  was  a  man  living  in  this  ploce,  he  was  us  rich  as  a  duke  or  knight; 

He  had  an  only  daughter,  she  was  a  beauty  bright. 

She  savs  unto  her  father:  1  will  go  this  young  man  to  see, 

Fur,  before  he  went  to  college,  he  Mae  u  schoolboy  along  with  me. 

She  was  bronght  Into  a  parlor,  where  she  drank  ale  and  wine; 

Hlie  saj »:  You  are  a  dever  young  man,  I  would  have  you  resign; 

What  made  yon  be  a  clergymanf  you  know  you  are  astray. 

For  a  clefKyuiau  niusl  rise  by  night,  and  travel  hard  by  day,     : 

('i>me  take  some  noble  Indy,  whose  fortnne  will  be  Krund; 

You  Will  liAve  men  to  wail  on  you,  and  be  a  gentleman. 

Come  luke  mvself  now,  as  I  stand;  you  know  my  fortune  Is  great; 

I  have  ten  thousand  pounds  a  year,  and,  at  death,  a  whole  estate. 

He  says:  My  nohlc  lady,  do  not  esploin  your  mind, 

lM)r  if  you  offer  ten  times  more,  I  would  not  resign;  '.     . 

For  in  this  holy  station  I  mean  to  lead  my  life; 

So  say  no  more,  my  dearest  dear,!  will  never  take  a  wife. 

It  wQg  when  he  did  deny  her,  this  villain,  she  came  home,         ».    „ 

And,  ill  eitrht  weeks  after,  iier  secret  she  let  know; 

She  sMore  before  tlie  magistnite  that  he  did  her  boguile;- 

And  for  four  long  weeks  oefore  she  went  to  him  she  was  with  child. 

The  morning  of  his  trial,  it  grieved  our  heart  full  sore 

'I'o  see  bis  tender  mother;  it  trrieved  her  ten  times  more 

To  see  her  son,  a  clergyman.  Ills  aue  about  tweutj-three. 

To  be  cut  down,  in  his  prime,  by  cruel  perjury. 

Now,  Tom,  what  is  the  reason  you  don't  marry  this  fair? 

1  think  she  is  a  companion  for  a  duke,  I  declare. 

Wiiat  are  you  l>ut  a  widow's  son,  that  is  both  poor  and  meanf 

You  might  think  it  a  great  honor  such  a  lady  to  obtain. 

'I'hen  Father  Tom  stood  up  and  said:  I  have  no  witness  here. 

I  rail  on  the  Almighty,  and  he  will  make  me  clear: 

]  never  said  I  would  marry  her,  or  make  her  my  wife, 

For  I  never  knew  a  female  from  a  man  in  all  my  life. 

Now,  Tom,  as  you  won't  marry  her,  I  willgive  you  to  nndcrstand. 

Seven  long  years  transportation  into  Van  Diemun's  Land: 

That  Is  bad,  but  it  might  be  wor8«^    Then  Father  Tom  did  say: 

Our  Saviour  suffered  more  than  that  when  he  died  on  Calvary. 

These  words  were  hardly  spoken,  when  a  horse  came  as  swift  as  wind, 

And  on  him  came  a  rider,  saying:  I  was  not  here  in  time;         . 

I  call  that  trial  over  aguin--I  am  here  that  can  reply : 

She  wants  two  fathers  for  her  child— that's  Father  Tom  and  I. 

I  can  tell  the  very  moment,  likewise  the  very  spot. 

She  gave  me  ten  thousand  pounds  the  night  the  child  was  got 

Siie  said -she  would  give  me  a  thousand  more  if  I  would  not  let  on; 

She  wunts  to  make  a  husband  of  the  Right  Itcverend  Father  Tom. 

Then  Father  Tom  put  on  his  tiat  and  then  began  to  smile; 

He  says  unto  his  mother:  You  see  how  God  assists  your  child; 

'I'hey  looked  on  one  another,  when  they  found  her  perjury; 

Tliu  villain  was  found  guilty,  and  his  reverence  came  home  free. 


KATTY   AVOURNEEN. 
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'Twas  a  cold  winter's  night  and  the  tempest  was  suarliu'. 

The  snow  like  a  8he<'t  covered  cabin  and  sty; 
When  Barney  flew  over  the  hills  to  Ills  darliii'. 

And  tapped  at  the  window  where  Katty  did  lie. 
"Arrah!  jewel,  said  he;  "are  ye  sleepin'  or  wakiu'f 

TiJC  night's  cold  an' my  coat  it  is  thin:  '  . 

Oh!  the  storm  'tis  a-browin',  the  frost  it  is  bakin'. 

Oh  I  Katty  Avourneeii,  you  must  let  me  in." 

"Arrah  Barney,"  cried  she,  an'  she  spoke  thro'  a  window; 

"Ah!  would  you  be  takin'  me  out  of  my  bedf 
To  come  at  this  time,  it's  a  shame  and  a  sin.  too: 

It's  whiskey,  not  love,  that's  got  into  your  head. 
If  your  heart  it  was  true,  of  my  fame  you'd  be  tender; 

Consider  the  time,  an' tirere's  nobody  in; 
Oht   what  has  a  poor  girl  but  her  name  to  defend  her. 

No,  Barney  Avourneen,  I  won't  let  you  in." 
"Ahl  cushia,"  cried  he,  "it's  my  heart  is  a  fountain, 

That  weeps  for  the  wrong  it  might  lay  at  your  door; 
Tour  name  is  more  white  (ban  (lie  snow  on  the  mountain. 

And  Barney  would  die  to  preserve  it  as  pure; 
I  will  go  to  my  home,  though  the  winter  winds  fa'^e  me, 

I'll  whistle  them  off,  tor  I'm  hnppy  within; 
An'  the  words  of  my  Kathleen  will  comfort  and  bless  me; 

Oh  I  Barney  Avourneen,  1  won't  let  yon  in."  •  ■■ 


of  to 


JENNIE,    THE    FLOWER    OF    KILDARE. 

The  Wordii  and  Music  of  this  Soni;,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dresK,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  centu;  or  tins  nnd  any  two  otiier  Snntrs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehinan.  13U  A  132  Park  R"w,  New  Yorlc;  or  125  \V.  Madison  Street,  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addrefscs  for  Free  CatMli.jriie  i.f  Sonirs,  Song  Books, 
ilMiat  Muaic,  Uermaii  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writem,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 

I'm  thhikinR  of  Erin  to-niglit,  ' 

And  the  little  white  cot  by  the  sea,  "    ; 

„■  .                      Where  Jennie,  my  ilarliiiK,  iiovv  dwells,  .                '      ! 

The  fairest  and  de:irept  tome.  ,. 

I  know  that  she  wuite  for  me  duy  after  day,  -.        ■       !  .y 

[          My  heart  ever  longs  to  be  there,  "                  ''     . 
To  meet  her,  my  darling,  my  own- 
Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare. 

Chorus. 
I  know  that  she's  waiting  for  me,  my  heart  ever  longs  to  be  there, 
To  meet  Ler,  my  darlicg,  my  own— sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare. 

I'm  waiting  lier  sweet  face  to  see, 

Wliile  we're  parted  I  linger  in  pain; 
But  soon  will  my  heart  beat  with  joy. 

O'er  the  sea  I'll  iic  sailing  again. 
Again  her  sweet  kisses  of  love  to  receive,  ,  ~ 

For  her  the  sea's  storms  I  will  dare. 
To  meet  her,  my  darling,  my  own — 

Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare.— CAor«».  l"       • 

CROOSKEEN    LAWN. 

•nje  Word"  and  Mnrfc  of  this  Soni;,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  pant  to  any  b<I- 
Iresff,  p<»«f-pRid.  on  i-eCfipt  <»f  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonifs  f"r  *  nie  Dollar, 
ay  Hem  y  J.  Wehman,  I3i)  <3t  182  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madis<iu  Street,  Cliicaso. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addremes  for  Free  Catuloirne  of  Sonifs,  Sonpt  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Uernuui  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-eam  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Let  the  farmer  praise  his  grounds,  as  the  linnter  does  his  hounds, 

And  the  shepherd  his  swttet-scected  lawn, 
While  I,  more  blest  than  lliey,  spend  each  liapj)y  niglit  and  day 

With  my  sniilinir  little  crooskeeu  lawn,  lawn,  lawn. 

Oh,  mv  smiling  liitic  crooskeeii  lawn. 

Li'ante  ruma  crooskeen,  sleante  gar,  mavourueen; 

Aune  ^niniiichree,  ma  colleen,  ban,  ban,  ban. 

Ague  gruniaclircc,  tua  col ieeu,  buD.  t. 

In  court  with  manly  grace,  should  Sir  Toby  plade  his  case, 

And  the  ineritB  of  his  muse  made  known;  ■■. 

Williout  hii<  cheerful  ^lasa  he'd  be  stupid  as  an  ass,  i 

So  he  talies  u  little  crouBkeen  lawn. 
Tlien  fill  your  glasses  liigh,  let's  not  part  with  lips  so  dry. 

Though  the  lark  Blioiikl  proclaim  it  is  dawn;  i 

But  if  we  can't  remain,  may  we  shortly  meet  again 
To  fill  another  crooskeeu  lawn. 

And  when  grim  death  appears  after  few  but  happy  years. 
And  tells  ffle  my  glass  It  is  run,  .; 

I'll  say:  Begone,  you  slave,  for  great  Bacchus  gives  me  lave 
Just  to  fill  another  crooskeen  lawn. 

THE    DEAR    IRISH    BOY. 

Send  for  Free  Catalotrue  of  Sone  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tetl- 
ers,  Trick  Books.  Kecitution  BooUs,  Penny  lialliiils.  Call  Books.  Joke  B.^oks. Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speecliea,  Irish  Somk  Books.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  Slieel  Music,  etc, 
to  Henry  J.  Webiuau,  130  &  IXi  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madisou  Street,  Cbicago. 

My  Connor's  cheeks  arc  as  ruddy  as  morn. 

The  brightest  of  pearls  but  mimic  his  teeth; 
While  nature  w  ith  ringlets  his  mild  brow  adorn. 
His  hair's  capid's  bow  strings,  and  roses  bis  breath. 

Chorus.  * 

Smiling,  beguiling,  cheering,  endearing, 
ToKctlier  oft  o'er  tlie  mountain  we've  strayed;  ^ 

By  each  other  delighted,  and  fondly  united,  , 

I've  listened  all  day  to  my  dear  Irish  boy. 
No  roebuck  more  swift  can  flee  o'er  the  mountain, 

No  Briton  bolder 'midst  danger  or  scar;  i  -■ 

He's  sightly,  he's  rightly,  he's  as  clear  as  the  fountain, 

His  eye's  twinkling  love,  and  he's  gone  to  the  war.— Chorus. 
The  soft  tuning  lark  itStnotes  shall  cease  to  mourning. 
The  dull  screaming  owl  shall  cease  its  night's  sleep; 
While  seeking  lone  walks  in  the  8hade&.of  the  evening,  '' 

If  my  Connor  return  not,  I'll  ne'er  cease  to  vieep.— Chorus. 
The  war  is  all  over,  and  my  love  is  not  returning, 

I  fear  that  some  envious  plot  has  been  laid; 
Or  some  crnel  goddess  has  tiim  captivated, 
And  left  me  to  mourn  here,  a  dear  Irish  maid.    ,.  1. 

THE    WILD    IRISH   BOY. 

Send  for  Free  Cataloprue  of  Sonir  Books,  lA'tter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tcll- 
em, Trick  Books,  H»'citatlon  Bool<8,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  B..oks,Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Sonir  Books.  Cook  Bnoks,  Books  of  Amusement,  Slieel  Music,  etc., 
to  Hanry  J.  Wehmau,  130  &  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madisou  Street,  Chicago. 

Farewell  to  the  dear  land  I  leave  far  behind. 

Farewell  to  my  father,  although  he  be  bliud; 

Shall  1  ever  forget  him,  while  my  heart  I>eat8  with  joy?  • 

For  he  called  me  bis  darling,  the  wild  Irish  boy. 

When  I  came  to  this  country  I  had  brogues  on  my  feet 
And  coi'diiroy  breeches,  although  I  looked  neat;  I 

Yet  Ihe  boys  they  all  laughed  at  me,  which  to  me  was  a  joy,  | 

For  ihey  called  me  the  hero,  the  wild  Irish  boy. 

-•   There  is  one  they'll  remember  and  never  forget,  I 

.'    ■    -    'Tis  Wasiiington's  dear  friend,  tlic  hold  Lafayette,  •;    | 

■.    •  Wli"  gave  fortune  and  all,  not  wishing  for  fame. 

For  he  dearly  loved  freedom  and  Washington's  name. 
I'll  send  for  my  parents,  and  they  will  come  here. 
To  a  land  filled  with  plenty,  and  a  land  they  love  dear; 
:  '  For  I  know  they  will  bless  me,  while  their  hearts  l)cat  with  joy, 

'-      ,  ;    For  they  called  me  their  own  son,  their  wild  Irish  boy. 

There's  the  land  of  my  kindred  I'll  never  forget,  * 

■    For  the  time  it  may  come  when  it  will  be  happy  yet;         '''.'::'    -"■i 
■-■,*•',    Would  to  God  it  were  now,  for 'twould  give  me  great  Joy  .';'.'. 

For  to  gaze  once  more  on  it,  though  a  wild  Irish  boy.  •*        -     ■'! 


..■-,;.* 


THE    BLACKBIRD, 


Rend  for  Free  Oataloprne  of  Sonpr  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Portnre  Tell- 
ei-s.  Trick  Books,  Recitation  Bool<s,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Joke  B.>ukK, Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books,  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  8l>eet  Music,  (tc., 
to  Ueniy  J.  Wehmau,  ISO  &  IXt  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madliwii  Street,  ChkMca 

It  was  one  fine  morning  for  soft  recreation, 
I  heard  a  fair  damsel  making  a  sad  moan; 
.;,     ;  •        Sighing  and  sobbing  with  sad  lamentation,        '  ^, 

Saying  my  Blackbird  most  royal  lias  flown.  .^ 

My  thoughts  they  deceived  me,  reflection  it  grieves  me,  ■ 

And  I  am  o'erburdened  with  sad  misery; 
But  if  death  should  blind  me,  as  true  love  inclines  me,    :  -'-, 
■••'"  My  Blackbird  I'll  seek  out  wherevei  I  be. 

'    .        Once  in  fair  England  my  Blackbird  did  flonrisb, 

He  was  the  chief  flower  tliat  in  it  did  spring;  ;    ' 

Fair  ladies  of  honor  his  person  did  nourish. 
Because  that  he  was  the  true  son  of  a  king. 

But.  oh,  that  false  fortune  has  proved  so  uncertain,  .-    '- 

That  caus'd  the  parting  l>etween  yon  and  me; 

But  if  he  remain  in  France  or  in  Spain, 
I'll  be  true  to  my  Blackbird  wherever  be  be. 

,  ,.        In  England  my  Blackbird  and  I  were  together. 

When  he  was  the  most  noble  and  gen 'rous  of  heart; 
But  woe  to  the  time  when  he  arrives  there, 

Alas  I  he  was  soon  forced  from  me  to  part. 
In  Italy  he  beam'd  and  was  highly  esteemed,  * 

In  England  he  seems  but  a  stranger  to  me; 
But  if  he  remain  in  France  or  in  Spain, 

All  blessings  on  my  Blackbird  wherever  he  be.   ■ 
But  if  by  the  fowler  my  Blackbiid  is  taken,  , 

Sighing  and  sobbing  will  be  all  the  tune; 
But  if  he  is  safe,  and  I'm  not  mistaken, 
'   '  I  hope  I  will  see  him  in  May  or  in  June.  ,'^  ~ 

The  birds  of  thft  forest  they  all  flock  together,  * 

The  turtle  was  chosen  to  dwell  with  the  dove; 

So  I'm  resolved,  in  fair  or  foul  weather. 
Once  in  the  spring  to  seek  ont  my  love.  ' 

Oh,  he  is  my  treasure,  my  joy  and  my  pleasure. 

He's  justly  beloved,  though  my  heart  follow  thee; 

How  constant  and  kind,  and  courageous  of  mind, 

;  Deserving  of  bieaeing  wherever  he  be. 

It's  not  the  wide  ocean  can  fright  me  « ith  danger,^ 
Alihoagh  like  a  pilgrinl  I  wander  forlorn; 
>  For  I'll  find  more  friendship  from  one  that's  a  stranger. 

More  tliau  from  one  that  in  Britain  was  born. 

THE    BELLS    OF    SHANDON. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Snng,  arranired  (or  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
diess,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soitirs  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman,  130  *  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  12.^  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicafa 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catuloirue  of  SonR-s,  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Uusic,  German  Sung  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dr«<un  Books,  Joke  Book*,  etc 

With  a  deep  affection  and  recollection 

I  often  think  of  those  Shandon  bells,  ■  ■ 

Whose  sounds  so  wild  would  in  days  of  childhood 

Fling 'round  my  cradle  their  magic  8i>eils. 
On  this  I  ponder,  where'er  I  wander. 

And  then  grow  fonder,  sweet  Cork,  of  thee; 
While  thy  bells  of  Shandon  sound  far  more  grand  -  '  ; 

On  the  pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee.  '-  '     i 

I've  heard  l)ells  chiming  full  many  a  clime  in. 

Toiling  sublime  in  cathedral  shrine,  •  ,    ■ 

Wliile  at  a  glilw  rate  brass  tongues  would  vibrate,  *, 

But  all  their  ninsic  spoke  naut;ht  like  thine. 
'      -    '■ '-       For  inem'ry  dwelling  on  each  proud  swelling 

Of  thy  belfry,  knelling  its  bold  notes  free, 
■   ■■;  Made  the  belle  of  Shandon  sound  far  more  grand 

On  the  pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee. 
I've  heard  bells  tolling  "Old  Adrian's  Mole"  in, 
.    Their  thunders  rolling  from  the  Vatican, 
With  cymhols  glorious,  swinging  uproarious. 

In  the  gorgeous  turrets  of  Notre  Dame; 
But  thy  sounds  are  sweeter  than  the  dome  of  Peter, 

Flings  o'er  Ihe  Tiber,  pealing  solemnly — 
Oil,  the  bells  of  Shandon  sound  far  more  grand 

On  the  pleasant  waters  of  the  river  Lee. 

There's  a  bell  in  Moscow,  while  on  tow'r  and  kiosk  O, 

In  St.  Sophia  the  Turkman  gets. 
And  lond  in  air  calls  men  to  prayer. 

From  the  tap'ring  summit  of  tall  minarets; 
Such  emi)ty  phantom  I  freely  grant  them. 

But  there's  an  emblem  more  dear  to  me — 
'Tis  the  bells  of  Shandon  that  sound  so  grand   : 

On  the  pleasant  waters  of  tlie  river  Lee. 

NO    IRISH    WANTED    HERE. 

Oh,  Tm  an  Irish  laborer,  I'm  hardy,  stout  and  strong, 
And  idleness  I  never  loved,  to  my  race  it  don't  l)elong' 
I've  still  the  strength  and  will  to  toil,  for  the  wants  o{  nfe  are  dear. 
But  told,  whene'er  I  ask  for  work,  no  Irish  wanted  here. 

CaoRus. 

Yon  might  think  it  a  misfortune  to  be  christened  Pat  or  Dan, 

'I'o  me  it  is  a  blessing  to  be  called  an  Irinhman; 

For  I  may  live  to  see  the  day,  'twill  come,  oh,  never  fear. 

When  ignorance  gives  place  to  sense  and  yon'll  welcome  Irish  here. 
When  your  country  was  in  danger  a  few  short  years  ago. 
Yon  were  not  so  particular  about  who  would  fight  the  foe: 
Wlien  men  were  needed  for  tlie  ranks  to  preserve  rights  so  dear. 
Among  the  bravest  of  the  brave  it  was,  Irish  wanted  here  —CAon«. 
For  generous  hearts  awl  charity  you  may  search  tlie  world  around; 
Poor  Paddy's  hospitality,  sure,  its  like  was  never  found. 
He'd  give  the  clothes  from  his  back,  his  blood  for  friends  so  dear; 
But  prejudice  and  envy  vile  says,  no  Irish  wanted  here.— (7A<wt««. 
Oh,  let  your  heart  be  kind  and  just,  and  help  Paddy  from  tlie  Trail, 
For  God  in  heaven  made  the  world,  with  lots  of  room  for  all: 
Let's  stretch  our  hands  across  the  sea,  that  green  old  isle  so  dear. 
And  give  the  Irish  girls  and  twys  glad  welcome  over  here.—  C fionit. 


WEHMAN'S   IRISH   SONQSTER-No.  I. 


*The  pSarp  that  Once  through  Tara's  Halls. 


The  Word" 
dt'^A.",  p«>8t-pni( 
by  Henry  J.  \Vi 
W(it«  to  eithi^ 
Bhtet  HuMic, 


G«i 


tnd  Music  nf  this  Soncr,  arranired  for  tlie  piano,  »illbe  sent  to  any  ad- 
,  on  rcoi-ipt  of  40  i-cnt«;  or  tliln  and  any  iwo  otht-r  S>ii(f8  fiir  One  Dolliir, 
timan,  i:V>  .t  132  Tark  K  ■»,  NVw  York;  or  I'-'.'i  W.  Madison  Street,  Cliicajco. 
one  of  thf  ab'ive  aildrei^wn  for  Free  Cittiilottiie  of  S>>ni;8.  Songr  UooliS, 
man  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writom,  Dream  Uouki),  Joke  Books,  etc. 


The  harp 
Now  Imn 
So  Bleeps 
And  lifHr 

No  more 
The  chori 
Thus 
l8  wlieii 


hat  once  through  Tara'a  halls  the  soul  of  mnsic  shed, 

as  miito  on  Tara's  ualle,  ao  if  that  coul  was  fluil; 
he  pride  of  foniU'r  dayi",  f>o  glory's  thrill  is  o'er, 
)  (hat  once  beat  high  for  praise  uow  ftel  that  pulse  no  more. 

chiefs  and  ladii-8  t>ri>.'ht  the  liprp  of  T;irtt  swcllsv 
alone  that  breaks  at  night  its  tale  of  ruin  tfllj<; 
freetioin  now  so  neUloni  vvakeo,  the  only  throb  fhe  gives 
B(>nie  lieari  iudigiiaut  breaks,  to  show  that  Btill  site  live?. 


I  s  . 
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I'  TlIE    MEETING    OP    THE    WATERS. 

iTheWordK  and  Music  of  this  Sonsr,  arrnnced  for  the  piano.  « ill  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
diem,  post-i^nii  ,  on  rii'tipt  of  4"  i-ints.  or  tlii.t  and  niiy  two  otiit-r  Hoints  for  <  'ne  iNillnr, 
byiUeniy  J.  W.  hnian.  l*i  A  i:«  I'.irk  K-^w.  .N'l"'  York;  or  V-irtVi.  Madixon  Stieet,  Cliicaso. 
W#it^  to  eith^i  one  of  till'  ab 've  adilrc-sfti  for  Free  <';itiili>itiie  of  Son>rs,  SonK  buulu. 
Sheet  Mu!<ic,  0*  i  man  Sung  Books,  Letter  Writeid,  Diuum  Uauko,  Juke  Ouuks,  etc. 

There  is  not  in  the  wide  world  a  valley  so  sweet 

As  ihi'  vale  in  whose  bosom  the  hiinht  wati-r*  luuet; 

Oh.  il  e  last  rays  of  feeling  ami  life  must  depart. 

Ere  tl  e  bloom  from  that  valley  shall  fade  from  my  heart. 

Yet  it  was  not  that  nature  had  shed  o'er  ihe  ecetie 
Her  p  irest  of  crxstal  and  brigtitest  of  green: 
It  wai  not  her  soft  magic  of  streamlet  or  hid. 
Oh,  D  I,  it  was  something  more  exquisite  still. 

'Twa«  that  friends,  the  belove<l  of  my  bosom,  \iere  near, 
Wlio  nade  every  scone  of  enchantment  more  dtjiir. 
And  ^'ho  felt  liow  tlie  best  charms  of  iniliire  iniprove, 
Whei  we  see  them  reflected  from  looks  that  \mj  love. 

Sweet  vale  of  Avoca,  how  calm  could  I  rest 

In  till   bosom  of  shade,  with  the  friends  I  love  best: 

Whefi  the  storms  that  we  feel  in  this  cold  worljl  shniild  cease. 

And  (  ur  bcarts,  like  thy  waters,  be  mingled  in  ;>euce. 


The  Word* 


DUBLIN   BAY. 

and  Mnide  of  this  Sonir.  nrransed  for  the  pi»no,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 


dr^aK,  P'lst-paii  ,  on  ne^ipt  of  40 rents,  i.i  ihix  nndany  t»' 
byi  Heniy  J.  Wi 


any  t»'>  I'tlirr  Sooitx 
hman.  13"  (t  i:«  I'm  k  }<■  » ,  New  Y.irk:  or  lii  U'.  Mailis.m  : 


f.r  <  >ne  Itoilnr, 
Street.  Cliicatto. 
^ht«  to  elthe    one  of  the  above  adilre-Bts  lor  Fiee  ('Kliiloirue  tf  .S..nci<.  S..iik  Books, 
Slibet  Viuic.  Ufi man  Suug  Books.  Letter  Writ^eii),  Dream  Bot^lu,  JukvliooUs,  etc. 

Tliey  sailed  away  in  a  gallnnt  hur'tt, 

Roy  Neil  and  iiis  fair  young  bri'le. 
Be  had  \entiired  all  in  tiiai  boui^diiig  ai'k 

That  danced  o'er  the  silvery  tide: 
But  his  iieart  whs  youni»  Jiiid  his  spirit  light. 

And  he  dMi*heii  the  tiur  away,   • 
As  he  vMitched  the  shore  recede  from  siijht 

Of  his  own  sweet  Dublin  bay. 

Three  days  they  sailed,  and  a  storm  arcjse 

Anil  the  lightiiitii:  swept  the  deep. 
And  the  thunder  crash  broke  the  sliort  repoae 

Of  the  weary  sea  hoy's  Sleep. 
Roy  Neil  he  clasped  his  weepinj;  bride. 

And  he  kissed  her  tears  away: 
"Oh.  love,  'twas  a  fatnl  hour."  shecriid, 

"When  we  left  sueei  Duhliii  hay."  { 
On  the  crowded  deck  of  the  dooiin<l  alijip 

Some  stood  in  their  mute  despair; 
And  some,  more  calm,  with  a  ho'.y  lip,    » 

SoU'.'ht  the  God  of  ilie  storm  in  pniycr. 
"  She  Ikis  struck  on  a  rock!  "  the  seaiiiin  ciled. 

In  the  l)reath  of  their  wild  dismay: 
And  the  ship  went  down  and  the  fair  ypuiig  bride 

That  failed  from  Dublin  buy. 


OS 
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BONNY   IRISH   BOY. 

and  MmsIo  of  this  Sonor,  arranifed  for  the  p(nno,  willbe  sent  to  any  ad- 
1.  on  receipt  of  40  eents.  or  tlii.-<  nnd  any  t«o  otiot  Sontrs  f'lr  One  Ihiiliir, 

hman.  13"  .V  132  Km  k  K'W,  New  York;  orJli.'>  IV,  .Madison  Street,  ("liieinr", 
r  one  of  the  ab-ve  adilre-.ses  for  Free  CiitnI'V'i"  of  S<'n(rs.  S.'iiK  liookri, 

I  man  Soiifr  Books,  Le;ter  Writers,  Dream  llook^-,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

1  rie  I  love  to  mention,  in  Ireland  he  was  bot^n, 
him  very  deariy,  hut  .'il  ir<!  from  me  lie"!<  tone; 
no  to  America,  he  promised  to  send  for  me. 
face  of  my  bonny  Iri.-li  boy  I  can  no  loiif^ir  see. 

n  Londonderry,  that  rity  of  note  and  fanie, 
Brsi  my  honny  Irish  lad  a-courtiiig  to  mc  came; 

me  plea-niil  stones   unci  said  his  liride  I'il  he. 

face  of  my  honny  Irish  hoy  I  can  no  ioniter  see. 

ed  my  passage  for  New  Y'>ri>.  and.  on  arrikiiig  ihere, 

and'fiiid  ni>  Itisli  t>M\  I  <iiiiekly  did  prepare; 
ie>l  New  York  and  I'rovideiicc  ami  Boston  ail  in  vain, 

face  of  my  honny  Irish  boy  was  now  hereto  be  seen, 

to  Philadelpft:\.  and  from  there  to  Baltimore, 

led  the  stale  of  M.iryiau"!.  I  searched  it  oftr  and  o'cf; 

that  I  mioht  find  hiiii.  wherever  lie  might  he, 
face  of  my  l)onn>   lii-ili  boy  I  could  lo  l.(ii!ger  sec. 
ht,  as  I  lay  in  mv  l)<d.  I  dreamt  I  was  hi*  bride, 
ling  on  the  Blue  Bei>  IIill,  and  he  sat  by  piy  sidO,    - 
riiiK  primroses,  like  the  liappv  days  of  v<>re — 

quite  broken-hem  led  in  the  city  of  Iliiijiiiore. 
len  next  morning  n  knock  cunie  to  my  door — 
his  voice,  I  knew  It  was  the  lad  I  diil  adore; 
d  npto  let  him  in,  I  never  felt  buch  joy 

I  fell'  into  the  anus  of  my  Ourling  Irish  boy. 

at  we  are  married,  he  never  shall  go  to  8«a: 
ws  I  love  i.iiii  dearly,  jind  I'm  sure  dial  )h'.  loves  me. 
sweet  son  Is  calli'il  for  liiin,  my  heart's  dedifht  and  joy; 
e  picture  of  his  father,  he's  a  darling  Iiisli  boy. 

1  to  Londonderry.  I  ne'er  shall  sec  you  niori-: 
nv  II  pleasant  night  we -spent  iirouiid  the  Sweet  Lone  Moor; 
pccketfl  were  light,  our  hearts  were  tood,  we  longed  to  be  free, 
ked  alMJUi  a  happy  home  and  the  land  ofililierty. 


<d 
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GARDEN    WHERE    THE    PRATIES    GROW. 

The  Words  nnd  M'isio  of  this  Sonir,  arranL'ed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, postpaid,  on  n-eeipt  of  40  eents,  or  tlili<  niid  any  two  other  Sonus  for  One  l>ollBr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehmaii.  l.So  *  l;«  I"ark  K'W.New  York;  or  12.i  W.  MadiS4iii  Street,  Cliicasro. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  ab  <ve  all^lre^se»  for  Fiee  ("utiilopiie  of  S'.nirs.  S..n(r  UouKS, 
Sheet  Music,  Uei  man  Souir  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  Book*,  etc. 

Have  you  eVer  bet^n  love,  hoys,  did  you  ever  feel  the  pain? 
r<l  raiher  be  ni  jail,  I  would,  than  be  in  love  airain;    _ 
Though  the  girl  I  love  is  beauiiful,  I'd  have  you  all  to  know 
That  I  met  her  in  Uie  i;ardcu  where  the  praiies  grow. 

Cuonus. 
She  was  just  the  sort  of  creature  that  nature  did  Intend 
To  walk  about  this  wide  world  without  a  Grecian  heiid, 
Kor  did  she  wear  a  chignon— I'd  Lave  you  all  to  know 
.   That  I  met  her  in  the  garden  where  the  praties  tjrow. 

She  was  singing  an  old  Irish  song  called  Gra  gal,  Machree; 

Oh.  says  I.  what  a  wift- she'd  make  for  an  Irish  boy  like  me.    ~ 

I  was  on  important  business,  but  I  diii  not  like  to  go 

To  leave  the  girl  or  the  garden  where  the  praiies  grow.— C/<or!/». 

^^ay  I:  "My  lovely  fair  maid,  I  hope  you'll  partlon  me:" 

But  she  wasn't  like  the  city  girls  iliat  d  say  you're  making  free; 

Hlie  Hnswi'r«d  right  modestly,  and  curtsieif  very  low, 

Saying:  "  You're  welcomed  ■to  ilie  garden  where  the  praties  grow."— C'Aom'*. 

Says  I:  "My  lovely  darlinir,  I'm  tired  of  single  life,. 
And,  if  you  have  no  objection,  I'll  make  you  my  dear  w'ife." 
SSays  she:  "I'll  ask  my  parents,  and  to-morrow  I'll  lei  yon  know, 
If  you  meet  me  in  the  garden  where  the  praties  grow."— C'Aoj'm*. 

Now  her  parents  they  consented,  we're  blessed  with  children  three. 

Two  girls  like  their  mammy,  and  a  boy  the  image  of  uie;  . 

I'll  train  up  the  chlldr*.-u  in  ihe  way  they  should  go. 

But  I'll  ne'er  forget  the  ganlen  where  the  praties  grow.— C7i<»'»/<i. 

COME    BACK    TO    ERIN. 


^-  '    coa 

orjs  and  M'i,«ie  of 


Tlie  Words  and  M'i,«ie  of  this  Sontr,  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dicss,  p<<:a-paid,  nit  rreeipt  of  40  cents;  orthls  and  any  two  other  Sonits  f^r  one  Dollar, 
by  Ht^iiy  J.  Wehnian.  130£  !.«  Park  Itov.-,  New  York;  or  12S\V,  Mndl.soii  Street,  Chicaffo. 
WrItM  to  either  one  of  the  above  addrc-ses  for  Free  ratidoirue  of  SonK-s,  Song  BooltB, 
Sheet  Uusiu,  Uei  man  ^mtf  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Come  back  to  Erin,  mavourneen,  mavourneen. 

Come  hack,  aroon,  to  the  land  of  thy  birth;  I 

Come  with  the  shamrocks  and  springtime,  mavoiirueen,  : 

And  it's  Killuriiey  shall  ring  with  our  mirth. 
Sure,  when  we  left  you  to  beauiiful  Englal.d 

Litlle  we  thought  of  the  lone  winter  days,  .   -.  : 

Litile  we  Ihoiighi  of  Ihe  hush  of  the  starshiiic  j 

Over  the  mouutuins,  the  bluffs,  and  tbc  braes.  j 

CHonus. 
Come  back  to  Eiin,  mavourneen.  mavourneen. 

Come  back  aL-aiii  to  ilie  land  of  thy  birth; 
Come  back  to  Erin,  mavourneen,  mavourneen. 
And  iis  Killarney  shall  ring  wiih  our  mirth. 
Over  thejjreen  sea,  niiivoiirneeji,  mavourneen. 

Long  shone  Ihe  white  sail  that  bore  ihee  away: 
RidiiiL'  (he  \>hiie  waves  ihat  fair  summer  niornui', 

.Inst  like  a  Mav  flower  "float  on  the  bay. 
Oh.  hut  my  heart  sank  w  hen  clouds  came  between  us. 

Like  a  gray  curtain,  the  ndn  falling  down; 
Did  from  my  sad  eyes  the  path  o'er  the  ocean. 

Fur,  far  away  wiiere  uiy  colleen  had  flown. —  ChorH$. 
Oh.  may  the  angels,  <>h,  waking  and  sleeping, 

Waicli  o'er  my  blnl  in  the  land  far  away: 
And  It's  my  prayer  wiil  consign  to  their  keeping 

Care  of  my  jewel  by  niuhi  and  by  day. 
Vlien  by  I  lie  liiesiiie  I  wjitch  the  bright  emlvrs,    , 

Then  all  my  heart  flies  to  England  and  Ihee; 
Craving  to  know  if  my  du*'liiiL  reinemlars. 

Or  if  her  thoughts  may  be  crossing  to  me.— C7»r/-»(». 

THE    BOYS    OF    KILKENNY. 

The  Words  and  Mn'^le  uX  this  S'tncr,  arranired  for  the  pian".  wlllbe  sent  t/>  an.v  ad- 
d'ess,  p.>»t-p.'iid.  on  reeeipf  of  lOeeii's;  or  this  and  any  two  ..thei  .Soeus  f'.r  one  Dollur, 
hv  tleio  v  .1.  Wehman.  1*1  «  i:t;  l"ark  Kow,  New  York;  or  Ti'i  W,  M.ulison  Street,  fliicaifo, 
yVrite  f.  eiilii-r  one  of  the  above  nddrei-ses  for  Free  Cutiilofriie  of  Sonits,  S..nK  Hooks, 
Shevt  Music.  (Jei  man  Song  Books,  Ix-'tter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Oh,  the  l>oys  of  Kilkenny  are  brave  roaring  blades. 

And  if  ever  they  meet  with  the  nice  liiiie  maids 

'I'hey'll  kiss  ihem  and  coax  them,  and  spend  their  money  free; 

Of  ad  the  towns  of  Ireland,  Kilkenny  Jor  mo. 

In  the  town  of  Kilkenny  there  runs  a  clear  strame. 
In  tlie  town  of  Kilkenny  tiieie  lives  a  prelly  dame: 
Her  lips  are  like  roses,  and  her  mouth  much  the  same. 
Like  a  dish  of  fresh  straw  berries  smolliered  in  craiue. 

11.  r  eyes  are  as  black  as  Kilkenny's  large  coal. 
Which  through  my  bosom  has  biiint  a-iargtt  hole; 
Her  mind,  like  the  river,  is  mild,  clear  and  iiiire. 
But  her  heart  is  more  har<l  than  is  marble,  I'm  sure. 

Kilkenny's  a  prctiy  town  and  shines  where  It  stands. 
And  the  more  I  think  of  it  the  more  my  heart  warms; 
If  I  was  at  Kilkenny  I  should  then  be  at  home, 
For  there  I  got  sweetnearls,  hut  here  can  get  none. 

I'll  build  my  love  a  c;istle  oo  Kilkenny's  free  ground, 
Neither  lords,  dukes,  nor  sguires  shall  ever  pull  it  liown; 
And  if  any  one  should  ask  .\<>ii  to  lell  him  niy  Diuiic, 
I  am  an  liish  exi  e,  and  fioiii  Kilkenny  I  came. 

-^  YOU'LL    REMEMBER    MB. 

The  Word*  and  Miisie  of  thlM  Kontr,  arrant-ed  for  the  piano,  will  he  sent  to  onr  a<l- 
diesi.  p.isl  nnid,  on  riTeipt  of  40  ."eniH.  ..r  this  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  one  IVillar, 
by  lleiiiy  J.  Wehirinii,  l.'{ii<V  l.\1  Park  K'W,  New  York:  or  liS  W.  .Madison  Street.  CliieaKO. 
WiUe  to  eilher  one  ■•f  the  ab'Ve  nddre-ses  for  Free  (!iitid'>iriie  of  S'.ntrs.  SohK  Books, 
Sheet  Music.  Uei  man  Soim  Uooki-.  L«-lter  Writer  s.  Dream  Itooks,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Whep  other  lips  and  other  hearts  tlicir  tales  of  love  shall  tell, 
III  language  whose  excess  imparts  the  jMiwer  ihey  fetd  so  well, 
'I'liere  may,  perhaps,  in  such  a  scene  smne  recollection  he 
Of  days  that  have  as  happy  been,  and  you'll  rememher  me. 
When  coldness  or  deceit  shall  slight  tne  beauty  now  they  prize. 
Ami  deem  it  but  a  faded  liL'ht  ihat  beams  within  your  eyes: 
When  hollow  hearts  shall  wear  a  mask,  'tw  ill  hieak  your  own  to  see; 
In  such  a  moment  I  but  ask  that  you'll  remember  me. 


Mi^^^^krttatfM^H 


THE    BARD    OF.  ARMAGH. 

The  Word*  and  Mnsio  of  this  Sonsr,  arranged  for  the  piano.  » ill  be  neiit  to  any  ad- 
drean,  poat-paid.  on  reo-ipt  ot  40  cants;  or  tliia  and  any  two  otlifi-  Souks  {••r  (>n«  Doilxr, 
by  Henry  J.  Wrhman.lSO  A  132  Park  R"W,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Ma(li»>ii  Street,  CliicnK"- 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresseH  for  Fiee  Catulopue  of  S<>ntt8,  S<in(f  Huuks, 
Sheet  Music,  Qet  man  Suuk  Bdoks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc 

Oh,  listen  to  the  lay  of  a  poor  Irieh  harper, 

And  ocnrn  not  the  BtraiiiB  of  his  old  witliered  hands:         '    *.    .- 
Bat  remenlber  those  fiuKere  they  once  could  move  sliurpcr  'I  ■ 

In  raisiiiK  tlie  merry  strains  of  his  dear  native  Iniid.  ^ 

It  was  long  before  ilie  slianirock,  dear  isle,  lovely  t-inhleni,  •  1 

Was  crushed  in  its  beauty  by  the  Suxon's  lion  paw;  . ] 

And  nil  the  pretty  colleens  around  me  would  gather,  ] 

Call  nie  tlicir  liold  Pheliin  Brady,  the  bard  of  Armagh.    ;    ;  '  '     :    j 

How  I  love  to  muse  on  the  days  of  my  boj  hood,  -^ 

Tlioiigh  four  score  and  three  yeiirs  have  flew  by  them; 
It's  kiUL'S  sweet  reflection  thiit  every  young  jov. 

For  the  merry-henrted  l)o.\s  make  tiie  bent  of  old  men.     "^  *  I 

Bt  a  fair  or  a  wake  I  Could  twist  my  sliilleiali. 

And  trip  through  a  dance  with  my  biogiies  tied  with  straw; 
There  all  ihe  pretty  maidens  around  me  would  gatli<  r. 

Call  uie  their  bold  Pheliin  Brady,  the  bard  of  Aiinugh. 
In  truth,  I  have  wandered  this  wide  world  over. 

Yet  Ireland's  my  home  and  a  dwelling  for  me;  •  :: 

And.  oh,  let  the  turf  that  my  old  bones  shall  cover 

Be  cut  from  the  land  that  is  trod  by  the  free. 
And  when  sergeant  deatii  in  hie  Cold  Anns  doth  embrace. 

And  lulls  me  to  sleep  with  old  Eriii-go-bragh,  '      i' 

By  the  side  of  my  Katlileen',  my  dear  pride,  oh.  place  me,  ' 

Then  foiget  Piieliia  Briuly,  the  bard  of  Armagh. 

BARNEY,    THE    LAD    FROM   KILDARE. 

Tlie  Word*  and  Uiisic  of  this  S<>nir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  toany  ad- 
d  es",  pi>8l-pAid.  oil  receipt  oT  40  ceiilx,  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Sonirs  for  ■  >ue  Dollar, 
hv  Henry  J.  Wehinan.l3ii  it  132  Patk  R.w.New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Sti-eet,  Chicago. 
WritM  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre^8e!l  for  Free  Catalofjiie  of  8<.nKa,  S..ng  BooltS, 
Sheet  Uosic,  Ueimaii  Song  Books,  I>etter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Uoolis,  etc 

How  cruel  it  was  for  n<y  parents  to  send  me 

Awny  o'er  the  dark  r^llinir  waves  of  the  sea: 
They  thought  thai  a  trip  o'er  the  ocean  would  lend  me 

A  great  lielpiiig  band  in  this  world  wide  and  free. 
I'm  here,  out  of  work,  and  without  a  re<l  penny,  -    -•  . 

Id  carry  Hie  hod  if  they'd  give  me  half  fare; 
But.  sure,  they  don't  want  nie,  they  say  there's  loo  many, 
So  pity  poor  Barney,  the  lad  from  Kildare. 

Chorus.  i 

•    ,    ,    -■     Talk  of  this  country  and  all  of  its  glory, 

When  you're  away  it  app<-ar»  mighty  fair;  '  , 

Then  w  In-ii  you  try  it  you'll  find  it  a  story. 
Fur  stirh  is  the  case  of  the  lad  from  Kildare. 

It's  there  in  old  Erin  I  left  my  allanna, 

A-we<'ping  for  me  just  because  I'd  to  go;  .  . 

And  now  to  gei  buck  to  her,  tell  me  hnw  can  I, 

For  surely  It's  one  of  those  things  I  don't  know.      '  ;■ 

It's  no  use  to  write  to  the  old  folks  for  money. 

They  never  Mould  send  it,  for  sure  they  don't  care; 
I  don'i  play  the  part  on  our  farm  of  ii  "  honey,"  ^ 

So  pliy  p(»or  Barney,  the  lad  from  Kildare.— CAoiti*.  * 

I'd  work  my  way  b  ick  in  a  ship  if  thev'd  let  ine. 

Bill  fate  seems  ngainst  me,  like  death,  cold  ii.inl  grim;  , 

For  a  mall  I  »iis  taikini;  to  siiid,  he  would  l>et  me 

I  never  would  get  l>ack,  utileSB  I  could  s"lm. 
It's  awful  liaid  lUck  Hint  a  fellow  must  suffer. 

Who  tries  to  lie  honest  and  net  on  tlie  square;  -■.-'■.; 

I'll  have  111  turn  out.  be  n  gambler  it  diiff-r. 

So  look  out  for  Barney,  the  lad  from  Kildare.— CAortt*. 


The 


NO    IRISH   NEED    APPLY. 

Word"  and  M'lM'-  o'  thl»  Sonir  will  i.e  s«nt  t'<  any  add 'ens.  po^ti>aid.  on  reeelnti 

cents:  or  ibiH  and  any  l*"  othrr  S..iiirg  for  One  DolUr.  hv  Henry  J.  Wehnian, 

130  dt  IS2  Park  Kow.  New  York;  or  125  VV.  Madlson  Street.  Chicago. 

Ill  the  |>apers  have  yon  read,  have  jou  noticed  wlmt  they  wiidT 

N"  Irish  jieople  need  apply  to  earn  their  diiily  brend; 

But  I'll  plniniy  sliow  lo  you  what  our  Irislinieii  can  <lo. 

In  h'Miesty  I'll  show  ynn  what  they  really  oui;lit  to  do. 

Oo  this  yon  mny  rely,  you  will  find  out  Oy-and-by,  '. 

That  the  sons  of  Erin's  sunny  isle  are  welcome  to  apply. 

On  the  plans  of  Waterloo.  \>  liere  bullets  like  hailstones  flew. 

There  WHS  the  Duke  of  Wellington,  bad  luck  to  him — what  did  be  do? 

He  bate  poor  Buiinpnrie,  though  he  W(rre  an  Irish  heart: 

He  won  Ills  wreath  «if  laurels,  though  the  Irish  won  their  part. 

Faugh-a-bnilnghl  they  did  cry,  we  will  cnquer  or  we'll  diel 

Pioud  Eiiglaiia,  mind  yimr  Iiishinen,  you'll  need  them  by-aud-by. 

Just  nolo  the  Irish  t'irl  as  she  is  skippint;  to  the  well. 
With  blossoms  blooming  on  her  cheek  like  roses  in  the  dell; 
She  is  so  bright  and  fair,  with  her  jet  lilack  eyes  and  hair- 
Show  me  your  English,  Indy  who  a  brigliter  name  can  bear. 
Then  rise  them  as  you  should,  for  'tis  fit  we  all  do  good: 
Oh,  never  crusli  au  Irishman,  but  raise  him  as  you  should.     "      ^ .  :/ 
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KATHLEEN,    MAVOURNEEN. 
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and  Music  of  this  Son(r  will  Iwseiit  to  any  address,  port-fald,  on  receit>l  ■ 
or  this  ana  aiiv  two  other  8"inr8  for  One  Dollsr.  by  Heiirv  J.  Wehmiin, 
130 it  132  I'ark  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  .Mndivon  Street,  Chicago. 

Kiitlileer,  mavoumeeii,  the  gray  dawn  is  breaking, 

Tlie  horn  of  the  hunter  is  ueaid  on  the  hill. 
The  Inrk  from  the  light  wing  the  bright  dew  is  shaUiilg; 

Kiithleen,  mavourneen,  what,  sliimb'ring  still? 
All,  haaUllion  forgotten  how  soon  we  must  sever?         ; 

Oh,  limit  tiiou  forgotten  this  day  we  must  pan? 
It  may  be  for  years  and  it  may  be  forever; 

Oh,  why  art  thou  silent,  thou  voice  of  my  lieart? 
It  may  be  for  years  and  it  mnv  be  forever. 

Then  why  art  thou  silent,  Kathleen,  mavourneenf 
Kathleen,  mavourneen,  awake  from  thy  sliimtiers. 

The  blue  mountains  glow  in  the  sun's  goldeu  light;        .     . 
Ah,  where  is  the  spell  that  once  hung  on  thy  immbere?        "■■.-, 

Arise,  in  thy  beauty,  thou  star  of  my  night. 
Mavourneen,  mavourneen,  my  «ud  tears  arc  falling. 

To  think  that  from  Erin  aud  tUee  I  must  part.  .<, 

It  may  be  for  years,  etc. 


ir«(i 


BEAUTIFUL    GIRL    OF    KILDARE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  arranired  fur  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
diess,  pi>8t-pald.  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  othor  Snnirs  for  •  >De  Dollar, 
by  Heiii-y  J.  Wehman,  ISO  *  1S2  Park  R'w,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Stieet,  Chicago. 
V/rite  to  either  one  of  the  above  addrefses  for  Free  Oitiilotrue  of  Sonvs.  Song  Books, 
Sheet  Music,  Oeiman  Souk  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-eatn  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc 

Beautiful  girl  of  Kildare,  I'm  dreaming,  sweet  one,  of  th«-e: 
Far  o'er  the  sea  we  must  part,  it  makes  me  sad,  oh.  It  breaks  my  heart; 
But  be  of  good  cheer,  I  will  see  thee  again, 
'  '   Where  naught  will  disturb  our  hearts,  cause  us  )>aiD; 
[   Then  we'll  oe  happy  and  free  from  all  care, 
My  lieanty,  my  lieautiful  girl  of  Klidare. 

.  ;    Beautiful  girl  of  Kildare,  oh,  she  Is  so  sweet  to  me; 
'   Her  eyes  are  deep  blue  and  her  hair  it  is  loving  and  flowiog  so  fres. 

Oh,  say,  must  we  part  ill  this  wide  worlil  of  pulu?         ^^^    .  ..-  . 
..    Not  long,  for  we'll  soon  see  each  other  again;  ..  ■  ■  _  •    "  /  j-  .  ' 

.'     Then  we'll  be  happy  and  free  from  all  care,  .  ■' .  ' 

My  beauty,  my  beautiful  girl  of  Kildare.  .:- 

Ni    THE    ROSE    OF    TRALEE. 

The  Words  and  Music  of  this  Sonsr.  arranged  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post^imid.  on  rereipt  of  40  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Sonfrs  for  One  Dullur, 
by  Heiiiy  J.  Wehman.  13u  4  132  Park  Row, New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Cbicairo. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  CatH|n|riie  of  Sonars,  Bong  Kvuka, 
Sheet  tlusic,  GeiTnaii  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Boolis,  Joke  Books,  elc. 

The  pale  moon  was  rising  above  the  gr<-en  mountain,    . 

The  sun  was  declining  beneath  the  blue  sea. 
When  I  strayed  with  my  love  to  the  pure  crystal  fountain 

That  stands  in  the  beautiful  vale  of  'I'ralee. 
She  was  lovely  and  fair  as  the  rose  In  the  summer. 

Yet  'twas  not  her  beauty  alone  that  w<in  me. 
Oh,  no, 'twas  the  truth  in  her  eye  ever  dawning,  ■   '  ■>  ' 

That  made  me  love  Mary,  the  rose  of  Tralee.  ■  v  -  '• 

The  cool  shades  of  ev'ning  their  mant^  was  spreadinK, 

And  Mary,  all  smiling  and  list'nlng  tft  me: 
The  moon  thro'  the  valley  her  pale  rays  was  shedding. 

When  I  won  the  heart  of  the  rose  of  Tralee 
Though  lovely  and  fair  as  the  rose  in  the  summer,  etc   -  '  ^-^^^ 

I  Left  Ireland  and  Mother  because  We  Were  Poor. 

*ttM  Words  and  Mnsic  of  this  Song,  arranged  for  the  piano,  « iltite  sent  to  any  ao- 
drees,  post-paid,  on  receipt  <iT  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soon  for  <  tiie  Doilnr, 
liy  Henry  J.  Wehman,  ISu  4  132  Park  R'w,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Stivet,  Clileavo. 
Writ«  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre^ses  for  Free  Catuli>jfiie  of  Sontrs,  S-^ng  Uooka, 
Sheet  MuiMC,  Qei  man  Suug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Juke  fiuok%  ete. 

There's  a  dear  spot  in  Ireland  that  I  long  to  see,         ^      ■   : -^ 
It's  my  own  native  birthplace,  and  It's  heaven  to  me;  ■^     • 

Sure,  my  poor  widowed  mother  lived  there  all  alone 
With  my  brothers  and  sisters,  'twas  a  bright  hnppy  home. 
Sure,  we  hadn't  much  money,  but  my  own  mother  dear 
To  me  gave  her  blessing,  bade  my  heart  be  good  cheer; 
Then  the  shadow  of  poverty  darkened  our  oiHir, 
And  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  were  poor.         ''■   ' 

Chorus. 
Ob,  my  thoughts  oft  go  bnck  lo  that  dear  little  spot. 
To  my  brothers  and  sisters  and  little  thatched  cot. 
To  my  jKior  widowed  mother,  I'll  ne'er  see  her  more;      ,     ■ 
'Twas  a  shame,  but  I  left  her  because  «  e  were  poor. 

I  will  never  forget  on  that  bright  rosy  morn. 

When  old  Irelnnd  I  left,  Ikiw  my  pour  heart  did  mourn. 

When  my  blessed  old  mother  said:  "Be  of  good  cheer: 

Good-bye,  Michael,  darliiiL'."    *' Fare" ell,  niother,  dear."         ' 

Then  my  brothers  and  sisters  took  me  by  the  hand,  '   _ ' 

And  bade  me  "Do right,"  when  I  left  Ireland: 

'J'lien  I  bade  them  gooil-b>e  at  our  coitage  door. 

And  I  left  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  were  poor,— (7A«rt<«. 

Since  leaving  old  Ireland  my  |)oor  mother's  dead: 

'•God  bless  and  protect  him."  were  the  Inst  words  she  said; 

And  the  ring  that  my  father  gave  she  sent  to  me, 

'Tis  a  far  dearer  prize  than  bright  gi-ms  could  e'er  be.   •    ■   " 

And  my  brothers  and  sisters,  I  wish  they  were  here,  , .-  -   ■ 

For  I'm  longing  to  see  them;  lint  they'll  come,  never  fear; 

I've  a  neat  Utile  cot  on  America's  shore. 

Where  happy  we'll  live,  yes,  although  we  are  poor.—  Chorvs. 

AN   IRISH    FAIR   DAY. 

Copyright,  1884,  by  Benj.  W.  Hitchcock.  Words  by  W.  J.  O'Leary.  UoidcbyM.  J.  Savage. 
The  Woi'ds  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  arrantred  for  the  piann,  will  t>e  sent  to  an.v  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiiirs  for  one  Dniliir, 
by  Henry  J.  Wehman.  130  A  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicago. 
WritM  to  either  one  of  the  ab've  addresses  for  Free  Catnlopue  of  Songs,  Song  Boon. 
Sheet  UOMC,  Oeiroaii  Sung  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Booki,  etc 

My  mem'ry  steals  back  to  the  land  of  my  birth. 

No  matter  where  I  may  roam. 
And  I  think  of  the  merry  old  times  we  would  have 

Oil  a  fair  day  at  home;  "  '■ 

-      ..  When  the  lads  and  lasses  would  tip  off  their  glasses. 

They'd  smile  and  look  pretty  as  tbe  blossoms  in  Mny; 
They'd  sing  and  they'd  dance  to  the  swei-t  Ii  isli  uiurlc,- 

Tou  only  could  hear  on  an  Irish  fair  day. 

CHonus. 
An  Irish  fair  day,  an  Irish  fair  day,  oh,  give  liie  sr,  Irish  fair  daj; 

When  the  lads  and  the  lasses  would  tip  off  theii  g'nsses,  .. 

And  smile  and  l)e  happy  on  an  Irish  fair  day.  '  \    „.; 

How  often  I've  tripped  o'er  the  meadows  BO  gn  en,         .?     '■{■'■ 

My  darling  colleen  by  my  side, 
An<)  mnde  tlie  bright  roses  appear  on  her  chi  eks.  v' 

When  I  callcil  her  my  benutifiil  briglit 
W^ith  lips  like  the  cherry,  her  laugh  WHS  so  merry. 

Her  foot  was  as  light  as  fairies  at  play: 
How  the  old  people  watched  lis  keep  time  to  ilie  pi|M-r8 
.  ■■:'■  In  dancing  the  jigs  on  an  Irish  fair  day.—  ('horn*. 

Oh,  I  love  to  remember  those  merry  ohl  tlnys. 

The  days  that  shall  come  back  no  more. 
When  «>ur  beans  were  as  light  as  the  birds  in  the  air 

Thai  sang  upon  Erin's  green  shore.  \ 

With  dancing  and  singing  we  kept  Ihe  place  ringing, 

W'e'd  kiss  the  fair  lasses  or  flglit  in  a  fray: 
■";.  ■*'      But  we  part<>d  as  brother,  there  was  no  bad  feeling 

To  mar  the  good  times  of  an  Irish  fair  day.— C'Aona. 


WEHMAN'S  IRISH   SONQSTER-No.  I. 


BARNEY,    COME    HOME.     '^^ 

The  Word«  4nd  Music  of  thta  S»ag,  arraneed  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dreBii,  post-paid,  on  rect-ipt  of  40  ocnta;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Soiiea  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Heiiiy  J.  Wrfcraan.  13<>  Jt  132  Park  R.w,  New  York;  or  126  \V.  Madison  Street,  ChlcaffO. 
Write  to  either!  one  of  the  ab'>ve  addrerses  for  Free  Catulosue  of  SonRS,  Song  Boon, 
SiMet  Music.  Oei  roan  Suiik  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc 

,         I  have  jast  eot  a  letter  from  my  dear  old  mother, 

!  She  »niir»  her  dear  boy  to  come  home;  ' 

j         But  til  St  I  can't  do,  dear  mother,  for  you, 

I'm  %u  exile,  und  here  I  ma#t  roam. 
I         She  en  yt  her  heart's  hreakiDK,  and  no  one  to  help  ber, 
1  The  cot  you  were  born  in  is  pow  all  alone; 

Yonr  :  nther  is  dead,  so  tliink  of  my  trouble. 
Ban  ey,  dear  Buruey,  ob,  will  yon  come  bomc? 
Choiius. 
Bi  mey.  Come  home;  sure.  It  said  In  the  letter; 

I  Liiow  that  olie's  old,  and  I  cannot  forget  her. 
I'  n  an  exile  from  Eriu,  in  America  I  roam: 
W'lien  Ireland  is  free,  inotlitr,  your  Barney'll  come  home. 

This  1  I  tlie  letter  I  got  from  my  mother,  ,  ^ 

It's  I  year  since  I  had  one  before,  I 

And  i    makes  my  bean  sad  when  I  think  of  my  dsd. 

For  lie's  L'oiie  «  here  I  II  ne'er  see  him  more. 
A  pari  Ion  she  »ants  from  the  qneeu  for  to  get  me, 

Bui  rn  write  her  a  letter  t>>  leave  it  alone. 
For  r  I  wiiit  till  the  sun  sliincs  on  the  cross  stones  of  Ireland, 

And,  if  yon  are  living,  your  Barney  will  come  home.— 6'AortM. 

COLLEEN    DHAS    MACHREE. 

I  The  Woi-d»  knd  Music  of  this  Sonsr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  »lil  l>e  sent  tvany  ad- 
drfss,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of  iO  cent.i.  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  SoiiRg  for  One  Dollar, 
by  Hem  y  J.  Wtfcman.  !»)  A  132  Park  R.w.  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madinon  Street.  Cliieaao. 
WMte  to  eithe#  one  of  the  ab'.ve  «cldre^8eH  for  Free  CRt»lo(tii«  of  Sonirs.  S..n(r  liooks, 
ShMt  Music.  G4  man  Guiik  Books,  Letter  Wrttei s,  Dieani  Books,  Juke  Books,  etc. 

Tilt]  shadows  fall,  and  low  the  sun  is  sinking, 

il  s  last  I'livs  liuge  with  gold  the  waters  blue, 
Anc  of  yon,  Kate,  alaiiua,  I  am  thlnkint;; 

T  lo'  waveiiiivide  us,  still  I  know  you're  true. 
I'll   lot  forget  we  |>arte<l,  love.  In  sadness, 

If  tears  I  left  you  at  your  cnbin  tioor; 
But  now  your' letter  fills  my  lieart  with  gladness, 

II  ecstacy  I  read  it  o'er  and  o'er. 

('HORltS. 

iTho'  distant  far,  and  waves  between  as  divide, 
'-:  •  By  night  and  day  III  ever  think  of  thee; 

I  will  be  true,  whatever  may  lietide. 
My  own  sweet  darling,  colleen  dlias  machree. 

I  Th< '  years  may  pa»s  before  I'll  be  reluming 

T  1  clasp  you  to  my  breast,  love,  as  of  old, 
Tet  I  will  come  to  thee  with  hopes  high  biiming, 

A  ad  claim  my  treasure,  l>etter  far  than  gold. 
Aiii  i  whe«  my  hurk  \»  proudly  homeward  du»hio({, 

C  h.  let  your  eyes  my  iirilliaut  beacon  he; 
Till  re  keep  the  love-light  brightly  flashing, 

&  y  own  8»eet  darling,  cuileeu  dhas  machree.— CAort/f. 

tJhREE    LEAVES    OF    SHAMROCK.     / 

Copyri(|hl,  1S89.  by  Frank  IlardinK.  Words  and  Music  by  James  MeUuire. 
The  Words?  and  Music  of  this  Sonir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  b«  sent  to  an  t  ad- 
diMs,  post'pald.  on  receipt  of  40  cents;  or  this  and  any  two  other  Rontrs  for  i  >!ie  |i<<i|nr, 
bjj  Henry  J.  W»hman.  130  *  132  Park  K-w,  New  York;  or  V2!>  W.  Madison  Street.  ClnenKO. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre<'S<>H  for  Free  Catuloitue  of  Sonus,  S<>liK  Houks. 
SqiMt  Muaio,  Ofi  man  Soug  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  Book%  etc. 

1^3/hen  leav^ig  dear  old  Ireland  in  the  merry  month  of  June 
The  birds  ^^ere  sweetly  singing,  and  all  nature  seemed  in  tune; 
lAn  Irish  giH  accosted  nie,  with  a  sad  tear  in  her  e>e. 
And,  as  shi  spoke  these  words  to  me,  bitterly  diii  cry: 
i*'Kiiid  sir,  Il  ask  a  favor,  oh.  erant  it  to  ine,  please— 
!^is  not  miich  that  I  asU  of  you,  l>ut   twill  set  my  heart  at  ease; 
^'ake  theseito  my  brotiier  Ned,  who's  fur  across  the  sea. 
And  don't  forget  to  tell  him,  sir,  that  they  were  sent  by  me. 
I  Chorus. 

"Threi  leaves  of  shamrock,  the  Iiloiiman's  shamrock. 
From  his  own  dur'ini:  sister,  lier  blessing,  too,  she  gave; 

Take  tlem  to  my  hroili.T,  for  I  have  no  one  other. 
And  pese  are  the  snamrocks  from  his  dear  old  mother's  gravs. 
"Tell  him  since  he  went  away  how  bitter  was  our  lot, 
The  liiiidhrd  came  one  winter  day  and  turned  us  from  onr  cot; 
Our  tronblis  were  so  many,  and  our  friends  so  very  few. 
And,  broiticr,  dear,  our  niotlier  used  to  oft.n  sigh  for  yon. 
*0h,  darlliig  son,  come  hack! '  she  often  tiB<-d  to  say. 
Alita!  one  flay  she  sickened,  and  soon  was  laid  awuy; 
Her  grave  I've  water  d  with  my  tears,  that's  where  the  flowers  crew. 
And,  brotlJer,  dear,  they're  all  I've  got,  and  them  I'd  send  to  you"  -  r'hor'it 

A  Mandful  of  Earth  from  Mother's  Grave. 

Copyriglit  1883.  by  Willis  vVo.dward  &  Co.     Words  and  Musiu  by  Joseph  Murphy. 

J  Hie  Word  I  and  Music  of  this  Snntr,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  nnv  ad 
d^ess,  post-pa  d,  on  receipt  or  40  oenrH,  or  tliis  and  any  two  other  Soii|;b  for  une  l>ollnr, 
bar  Henry  J.  \Tehman.l3o  A  132  Park  K^w.New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  .Street.  (  looa«to. 
write  to  either  one  of  the  above  aililreMes  for  Free  (.'atxloiriie  of  Sonirs,  S..nK  llouks, 
QMMt  V usic.  <  lei  man  Song  Bucks,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books,  Joke  B<>ol>8,  eic. 

I        I  must  leave  this  dear  old  place  where  my  childhood  days  were  spent, 
;  And  the  cottatce,  hidden  'mong  the  purple  hllln: 

I  must  say  good-bye  to  ad  tiiat  have  made  my  life  content, 

IIow  tile  tlionuhts  with  bitttir  tears  my  eyes  it  fills. 
But  be  Tore  I  go  away,  to  return  again  no  more,  f 

Ere  \  wander  in  tliiit  land  beyond  the  wave. 
In  the  niemorv  I'll  take  of  the  golden  days  of  yore 
Just  a  handful  of  earth  from  mother's  grave. 

Chorcs. 
Jr  It  a  handful  of  earth  from  tlie  land  of  my  birth 

for  niem'ry's  sweet  sake  I  will  save, 
Fi  Din  the  lowly  green  mound,  in  the  grim  churchyard  ground, 
lust  a  handful  of  eartli  from  mother's  grave. 

When  I've  crossed  the  deep  blue  sea  and  look  back  on  Erin's  shore. 

As  i   slowly  fades  beyond  the  distance  fair, 
Tlio'  diy  thoughts  and  heart  be  «ad,  it  will  comfort  me  the  more 

Tlia :  I  beiir  this  token  of  her  love  and  care: 
And,  'vlieii  troubles  shall  ascall  in  the  pathway  of  my  life, 

I  wi  I  striigtrle  on  in  silence  and  be  brave; 
For  't  till  guide  me  safely  through  ev'ry  woridy  care  and  strife. 

Just)  this  iiandful  of  earth  from  motlier's  grave.— 6'°A/.<;'"». 


I 


:':-     KILLARNEY.  ' 

The  Words  and  Mnslo  of  this  Sonir,  arranired  for  the  piano,  will  be  sent  to  any  ad- 
dress, post-paid,  on  receipt  of  4<)  cents,  or  this  and  any  two  other  Souks  for  One  Dollar, 
by  HeniT  J.  Wehman.  130  4  132  Park  R  >w.  Now  York;  or  12S  W.  Madison  Street,  t;hlca«o. 
Writ  J  to  either  one  of  the  above  addresses  for  Free  Catalofrue  of  SonKS,  Soiig  Douks, 
Sheet  Music,  Oermaii  Soug  Books.  Letter  Writers,  Di-eam  Books,  Joke  Books,  etc. 

By  Killsrney's  lakes  and  fells,  em'rald  isles  and  winding  bays. 
Mountain  paths  and  woodland  dells,  mem'ry  ever  fondly  strays. 
Bounteous  nature  loves  all  lands,  beauty  wandeis  everywhere. 
Footprints  leave  on  many  strands,  but  her  home  is  surely  there; 
Angels  fold  their  wings  and  rest  in  that  edeu  of  the  West, 
Beauty's  home,  Killarney,  ever  fair  Killarney. 

Inlsfallen's  mined  shrine  may  suggest  a  passing  sigh. 
But  mnn's  fate  can  ne'er  decline  such  God's  wonders  floating  by; 
Castle  Lough  and  Gletma  Bay,  mountains  'I'ore  and  Eagle's  Nest, 
Still  at  Mucross  you  must  pray,  though  the  monks  are  now  at  rest. 
Angels  wonder  not  timt  man  there  would  fain  prolong  life's  span. 
Beauty's  liome,  Killarney,  ever  fair  Killarney. 

No  place  else  can  cliarm  the  eye  with  such  bright  and  varied  tints. 
Every  rock  that  yon  pass  by  verdure  broiuers  or  besprints: 
Virgin  there  the  green  grass  grows,  every  morn  spring's  natal  day. 
Bright-lined  berries  dofl  the  snows,  smiling  winter's  frown  away. 
Angels,  often  pausing  there,  doubt  if  Eden  were  more  fair. 
Beauty's  home,  Killarney,  ever  fair  Killarney. 
Music  there  for  echo  dwells,  makes  each  sound  a  harmony. 
Many-voiced  the  chorus  swells,  till  it  faints  in  ecstacy 
With  the  charmfnl  tints  below,  seems  the  heaven  abore  to  vie. 
All  the  colors  that  wo  know  tinge  the  eloudwreaihs  in  that  sky. 
Wings  of  angels  so  might  shine  glanciiig  hack  soft  light  divine. 
Beauty's  home,  Killarney,  ever  [air  Killurney. 

EXILE'S    LAMENT.  V/     ' 
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Beneath  a  far-oS  .Australian  sky  an  Irish  exile  lay, 

Tlie  sand  from  out  his  gloss  of  life  was  ehiiing  fast  away: 

Tlie  friends  that  stood  around  bis  l)ed  his  eyes  could  scarcely  see. 

His  thoughts  wliich  soon  would  he  at  rest  were  far  across  the  sea. 

In  spirit  once  again  he  stood  upon  his  native  sod. 

Where,  as  a  child  and  as  a  man,  his  foot  hud  lightly  trod; 

In  fancy  he  could  feel  noon  iiis  brow  the  mountain  air. 

And  from  his  lips  there  issued  forth  the  exile's  prayer: 

Cborus. 
"Lay  me  on  the  hillside,  with  my  face  toward  the  West, 
Toward  tliat  sacred  island,  the  land  that  I  love  best; 
Let  a  hunch  of  shamrocks  green  be  planted  o'er  my  grave. 
My  dying  prayer  is:  God  bless  the  island  of  the  bravel  " 

Eviction  foul  and  cruel  sent  him  far  across  the  foam 

From  that  sweet  spot  which  lilshmen,  where'er  they  may  he,  call  home, 

The  land  whose  halls  have  felt  the  tread  of  princes  and  of  kings. 

Whose  harp  once  wooed  the  world  is  now  a  mass  of  broken  strings. 

Tliey  were  forced  to  leave  the  land  which  gave  their  fathers  birlb. 

As  straiigeM  und  as  outcasts  to  wander  o'er  the'  earth; 

The  time  came  hack  to  him  again  when  he  was  but  a  child. 

With  mem  ries  of  eweet  ramlnes  through  her  wood  and  valleys  wild.— CAort/t 

Each  eye  was  wet  with  briny  tears,  his  words  had  touched  the  heart. 

For  they  were  exiles,  too,  and  time  had  failed  lo  beal  their  smart; 

III  every  clime  beneath  the  sky  the  Irish  race  are  seen. 

Yet  still  their  every  thoui;ht  is  fixed  upon  tliat  isle  of  green. 

He  calls  his  friemls  around  him,  for  the  end  Is  drawing  near. 

And  from  his  pale  and  haugard  cheek  they  wiped  away  a  tear; 

Another  victim  of  misrule  has  felt  the  hand  of  death; 

"Ood  bless  you,  Ireland,"  were  the  »ord8  which  filled  bis  d)itig  breath.— 6'Ao. 

O'DONNELL,    THE    AVENGER. 

Tune— "Johnny  Reel" 
Come,  all  tme  eons  of  Erin's  isle,  and  listen  nnio  me; 
I'm  sure,  when  you  have  heard  my  soui;,  with  me  yon  \\\\\ 
To  condemn  those  English  juries,  who,  with  faces  grim  and'bold. 
Do  send  |K)or  iiinoceiil  Irishmen  to  duniieons  dark  and  cold. 
Of  the  great  crime  in  Plicenix  Park,  no  doubt  yon  all  have  heard; 
At  the  trial  of  the  prisoners  yon  uil  know  what  occurred; 
James  Carey  turned  liiforiner,  and  those  precious  lives  lie  sold. 
And  sent  them  to  their  dreadful  doom  for  a  hit  of  English  gold. 

To  escape  a  speedy  vengeance,  James  Carey  had  to  roam, 

And  with  his  ruined  family  he  left  his  native  home. 

And  thought  to  seek  s<  elusion  in  lands  quite  far  away: 

So  he  sailed  on  tlie  Mellow  ('a'tle  for  the  sliores  of  Africs. 

On  the  29tli  day  of  July,  as  the  ship  was  nearlng  the  shore. 

Some  passengers  near  tliu  forecastle  heard  a  terrible  nnroar; 

They  rushed  toward  the  cabin,  but,  ere  I  hey  readied  the  spot. 

The  base  informer  Carey  had  received  a  fatal  shot. 

Those  noble  lives  had  been  avenged,  the  traitor  now  was  dead. 

The  avenger,  Pat  O'Donnell,  soon  slept  on  a  prison  bed, 

Cast  there  by  English  t>  rants  until  his  day  of  trial. 

When  lie  was  tried,  like  Irisinnen,  In  the  unjust  Enelish  style. 

On  the  30tli  of  November  for  this  murder  he  was  tried; 

When  he  saw  Judge  Denham  on  the  bench,  all  hopes  Hitldn  bim  iti-d; 

His  counsel,  who  were  able  men,  to  save  him  bard  did  try. 

But  the  jury  found  him  guilty,  which  meant  tliat  he  must  die. 

On  the  let  day  of  December  he  was  sentenced  to  be  hung; 

Soon  over  the  whole  universe  the  doleful  tidings  rung; 

In  every  cot  in  Erin's  isle  great  sorrow  did  prevail. 

For  the  friends  of  Put  O'Donnell  his  misfortune  did  bewail. 

The  day  of  his  execution  was  n  terrible  sight  to  see,       ' 

His  Comrades  at  the  prison  gate  were  weeping  bitterly: 

At  tlie  loatlisome  sight  of  the  gallows  he  ne'er  did  cringe  or  cry. 

As  a  martyr  for  ids  native  land  quite  bravely  did  he  die. 

Althongh  he's  dead  and  laid  at  rest,  all  honored  be  bis  name. 

Let  no  one  look  upon  his  act  with  contempt  or  disdain; 

His  impulse  was  but  human,  that  no  one  will  deny. 

And  I  liope  he'll  be  forgiven  by  the  Infinite  One  on  high. 

If  every  son  of  Erin's  Isle  had  such  a  heart  ;is  he, 

Soon  would  they  set  their  native  land  once  more  at  lil)erty,  -   - 

UnfnrI  their  flag  unto  the  breeze,  their  rii:his  they  would  redeem,     ,, 

If  unity  and  friendship  in  their  land  did  reign  supreme. 
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BTC'DEAR    OLD    IRISH    HOME.    _  . 
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; ,,      If  ever  you  saw  my  dear  old  Irieli  liome, 

•  •  .     '       You'd  Bay  'twaa  a  pity  from  there  I  eliould  roam;  ■     ' 

. ;'.     '      Tliere'B  a  dear  faithful  mothi'r,  my  eweeteet  joy,  '  ' 

At  she  foiidleB  the  children  bo  hnppy  and  c<>y; 
My  father,  so  merry,  onr  young  hearts  to  cliecr,  • 

With  a  i>it  of  a  Bong  would  alwiiyg  draw  near: 
And  we  laughed  till  we  cried,  we  had  no  grief  to  hide, 
For  happiuesa  reigued  by  our  old  fireside.  .        ^; 

Choritb. 
'TiB  my  home,  my  home,  my  dear  old  Irish  home,' 
■-■•      .     .  Dearer  to  me  than  palaces  po  grand; 

'Tie  my  home,  my  home,  my  dear  old  Iris'i  liorac. 
Over  in  old  Ireland, 'tis  uiy  own  native  lan-l. 

When  the  bnglf's  lond  biftst  called  brave  men  to  wiir. 
When  freedom's  great  lianner  was  threatened  Willi  iriiro,  '  '.  . 

'Twas  then  you  found  Paddy,  with  knapsacic  and  guu,         •: '  ■;■ 
Bravely  lie  fought  in  the  battle  of  Bull  Run. 

Honor  is  due  him  In  this  land  of  the  brave,  ; 

."-  O'er  IiId  head  let  the  stripes  and  stare  ever  wave: 

For  the  brave  eixty-ninth  fought  with  ne'er  a  groan, 
.  .    Their  names  are  in  gold  in  my  dear  Irish  home— C'Aoruf. 
..*  There  is  no  costly  carpets  upon  the  floor,  '"   .   . 

..•'.'  But  dear  to  my  heart  It  will  be  evermore; 

There's  no  pictures  of  kings  or  of  queens  on  onr  wall,   ., 
'     But  the  faceB  of  trreat  men  who  answered  death's  call.        • 

Washington  and  OConneil  hsmg  side  by  side 
•    With  Lincoln  and  Emmet,  who  like  true  martyrs  died; 
You'll  meet  brave-hearted  Irishmen  where'er  yi>ii  nia>  roam. 
'  Tliey  come  from  old  Ireland,  niy  dear  native  home— C/u/iii».  ■'■  ■ 

J  •         TRUE    IRISH    HEARTS. 
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I'm  a  true-hearted  lad  from  the  emerald  isle, 
:■'■■■'    ';     ,  The  land  where  her  sons  ne'er  knew  fear; 

My  song  is  in  praise  of  the  lieroes  of  old,  ' 

To  every  true  Irishman  dear. 
■A'..        ■'  For  centuries  England  has  held  us  in  fear,  ' 

,  And  called  us  an  ignorant  race;  .        j  ■  ■  ' 

But  the  i;lory  of  Erin  again  will  return  -  ' 

"  And  fling  back  the  lie  iu  their  face.  .i 

•  CeoniiB.  " 

I'm  a  tnie-hearted  son  of  old  Erin,  her  emblems  of  green  ever  wearing. 
And  Boon  will  her  freedom  be  sharing  beneath  her  bright  banner  of  ^reen.  ' 

There's  a  name  that  will  live  in  all  Irishmen's  heart* 

When  kingdoms  :tn<l  crowns  are  furuut,  ,      » 

...  A  name  that  the  whole  world  honors  tu-day,  ■•   •  . 

;'  And  one  without  blemish  or  hlot. 

"-  The  fetters  that  bound  lis  he  holds  to  the  light,      ■  ,. 

Uer  tale  of  oppression  to  tell. 
Behind  such  a  leader  with  us  in  ft  fight,  -, 

"  ■  Uer  own  eon,  Charles  Stewart  Paruell.—  C^orK*. 

OH,    MOLLY    GROGAN. 
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There's  a  little  Irish  lass  and  she  wears  a  gingham  gown. 

An' it's  hey,  Molly,  oh,  Molly  Grogan: 
And  she'B  living  wid  her  mam  in  a  siiunty 'way  nptown,  ' 

v."  An' it's  hey,  Molly,  oh.  Molly  Grog:in.  ^  "  .i.- 

Tier  fatlier  is  a  laborer,  iliL'ging  hills  awa)', 
--  A-diggIng  wid  a  shovel,  diL'L'in^  every  day: 

Ilcr  hroiiier  is  a  gUHmun,  worUii.g  in  the  pipes,  •  -',    .| 

. '.'  Six  feet  in  bis  stockings,  oh,  ye  never  saw  the  likes. 

'.  .  She's  a  pretty,  rosy  face  with  a  dimple  in  her  cheek, 

An' it  8  hey,  Molly,  oh,  Molly  Grogan; 
And  Blie's  lielping  of  her  mam,  while  she's  working  all  the  week. 
An'  it's  hey,  Molly,  oh,  Molly  Grouan. 
■ '  ...  She's  washing  every  morning  overalls  and  socks  •    ..•  j 

For  Dan'l  Connell  Grogan,  blowing  np  the  rocks; 
■\,.:  She's  tending  to  the  goslings,  Larries  and  ttie  Mikes,  ' 

Five  feet  in  her  Blockings,  a|i,  you  never  saw  the  likes.  , 

Oh,  she  walks  the  Bonlevijrd  wiQi  her  f^Ather's  dinner  pail,    ■  '- 

An' it's  hey,  Molly,  oh,  Mplly  Grogan;  - 

With  a  little  bread  and  me^t  and  a  half  a  pint  of  ale — 

An' it's  hey,  Molly,  oh,  Molly  Groyan. 
You'll  see  her  at  the  clot lie8-liiie;hani;iiig  np  the  duds, 
Then  out  into  the  garden  planting  of  the  spuds,  ,     '| 

With  lier  lanky  l)eau  from  Harlem,  Nicodennis  Sykes,  ] 

Eight  feet  iu  bis  Blockings,  oh,  ;e  never  saw  the  likes.  : 

TERRANCE    McMULLIN.  ! 

My  name  It  Is  Terrance  McMuIlin.  I  came  from  the  sweet  town  of  Trim; 
Once  I  was  stout,  fut  and  hearty,  but  of  laie  I've  grown  awtuHy  thin. 
My  business  is  lamp-post  inspector,  a  posiliou  I  liold  niiuhiy  well; 
Every  day  as  I  go  out  iue))ectiug  there  an  gang  of  young  loafers  will  yell: 

C'Hoiius. 

Wipe  off  yonr  chin,  pull  down  your  vest,  now,  that's  too  thin,  give  us  a  rest; 

Tralla-la-lee,  now  over  the  creek,  get  on  to  McMuIlin,  the  inick. 

Now  when  I  first  came  to  your  city  they:  wanted  to  elect  me  for  your  nia>  or, 
For  my  ways  and  my  talk  was  so  witty,  and  if  I  got  there  I'd  act  on  the  square; 
But  I'd  rather  be  lamp-post  inspecting,  for  that's  what  I  know  more  about. 
Make  my  friend  Reilly  tlie  mayor,  then  tbatgangof  young  loafers  won't  shout:— 


MOLLY    FLYNN. 
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I  love  the  neatest  gossoon  that  yonr  two  eyes  ever  saw, 

But  my  mother  says  she  will  never  become  iiis  mother-in-law;     ,.   . 
She  says  that  Johnny  is  a  man  who'll  never  make  his  mark. 
So  every  night  the  poor  boy  comes  to  eing  when  it  is  dark: 

Chorus. 

Molly,  Molly,  my  darlin',  Molly  Flynn, 
Molly,  Molly,  get  up  and  let  me  in;  • 

Open  wide  the  window  and  just  pop  out  yonr  h«ad. 
And  tell  me  in  a  whisper,  has  your  mother  gone  to  bed? 

In  liail  or  rain,  in  frost  or  snow,  my  Johnny  will  be  found. 

It  makes  me  cry  to  know  that  I  can  never  ask  him  'round; 

I  won't  be  treated  like  a  cliild,  with  Johnny  I  will  skip. 

Then  he  won't  have  cause  to  say  when  on  our  wedding  trip: — Chortu. 

COLLEEN    BAWN.  ^      ^ 
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By  the  clear  lakes  of  Killamey  walked  a  yonth  one  fine  summer  mom. 
Who  softly  was  whispering  blarney  to  one  whom  he  calle<l  Colleen  Bawn; 
He  promiBed  Iter  jew  els  so  rare,  lie  promised  her  gold  iu  galore. 
And  said  that  a  maiden  so  fair  deserved  ail  she  wislied  for  and  more. 
Then  beamed  on  the  sweet  face  of  Eily  a  smile  like  the  first  blush  <>f  dnwn. 
And  she  said,  while  glancing  so  slvly:  You'll  marry  your  own  CulleeuBawu, 
You'll  marry  your  own  Colleen  Bawn. 

lie  Bfioke  of  his  family's  pride,  she  told  him  at  once  to  be  gone. 
And  said:  "Sir,  unless  as  a  bride,  in  vain  you  will  seek  Colleen  Bawn; 
The  wild  flowers  that  grow  hv  the  lake  are  jewels  sufficient  for  me. 
And  all  the  gold  from  you  I'd  take,  in  a  ])laiu,  Blmple  ring  it  musi  h-." 
Then  bright  grew  the  sweet  face  of  Eily,  for  ho  promised  the  very  next  morn 
To  speak  to  the  priest.  Father  Riley,  and  marry  his  dear  Colleen  Bu»u, 
And  marry  bis  dear  Colleen  Bawn. 

BERNARD    REILLY. 
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Bernard  Reilly,  Bernard  Reilly,  days  have  passed  bo  lonely 

Since  yon  left  your  cottage  home  to  sail  beyant  tlie  sea; 
Every  night  and  every  mom  I'm  thinking  of  you  only, 

Won't  you  write  a  loving  line  to  show  yon  tliink  «f  mc? 
In  the  meadow  hy  the  brook,  'nealh  the  spreading  tree. 

Where  we  carved  onr  names  together,  darlin',  you  and  me; 
There  at  twilight  oft  I  wander,  thinking  of  you  fondly, 

Won't  yoa  write  a  loving  line  to  little  Kate  McGee? 

Chords. 
In  the  meadow  by  the  brook,  'neath  the  spreading  tree. 

Where  we  carved  onr  names  together,  darlin',  yon  and  me; 
Bernard  Reilly,  Bernard  Reilly,  fuitli,  I  love  l>i;»  thee. 

Won't  you  wrlie  a  loving  line  to  little  Kate  McGeef 

I      Bernard  Reilly,  don't  forget  the  TOWS  we  pledged  together. 
Near  that  little  village  church  beside  the  shady  lane; 

Well  you  kuow  when  last  we  met,  to  roam  the  brush  and  heather. 
Then  yon  asked  me,  Bernard,  dear,  if  I  would  change  my  name. 

Though  yon've  Bailed  so  far  away  over  the  ocean  wiile. 
Yet  I'll  never  forget  my  promise,  that  I'd  be  yonr  bride; 

Bernard  Reilly,  Bernard,  darlin',  stay  those  tears  of  sorrow, 

Won't  yoa  write  a  loving  line  to  little  Kate  McGevl—CAonu. 

■- 1. 

I'  A    LETTER   FROM    IRELAND. 
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'Tis  a  letter  from  Ireland  from  over  the  sea. 

Sure  I  knew  that  they  would  not  forget  me;  •? 

•I  would  have  them  beside  me  this  minute,  if  love  ■        •     ; 

And  the  strength  of  my  purse  would  but  let  me; 
For 'tis  hard  to  tie  i)arte.l  iroin  those  we  adore, 
■  When  we  know  that  our  heart's  in  their  keeping; 

And  day-time  and  niglit-iime  we're  wondering  if  ... 

■,  They're  happy  and  laughing,  or  weeping.  ' 

Chorus. 

'TiB  a  letter  from  Ireland,  directed  to  me—  .    ' 

Will  my  heart  sink  with  sorrow  or  bonnd  up  with  gleef 

There  are  tears  iu  my  eyes  when  the  poet-niHrk  1  see 
On  the  letter  that  comes  from  ould  Ireland. 

-.y    I  have  twisted  and  turned  it,  and  turned  it  auain,      .-' 
!  And  my  feelings  were  strange,  but  delighiinir; 

Then  I  stole  in  a  corner  where  no  one  could  Sec, 
■..!■'  And  I  found  myself  kissing  the  writing. 

For  the  hand  ihat  inscribed  it  was  often  in  mine. 
In  the  long  winter  nights  that  arc  missiuL'; 
^         -    Sure  I  knew  that  a  pair  of  sweet  lips  tonchc<l  the  stamp,  '  ; 

So  you  see  I  had  reasone  for  kissing.— C7<or(/(. 

•  Yon  are  welcome  to  me  as  the  sun  after  rain,        -  ■    . 

Every  stroke  of  the  pen  brings  a  blessing; 
Yet  the  letter  unopened  still  lies  in  my  liands. 

And  at  what  it  contains  I  am  guessing.  -  : 

Is  it  love  and  bright  hopes  of  the  future  it  brings, 
Or  bears  it  a  message  of  sorrow? 
•    '     I'm  living  in  happy  uncertainty  now, 

So  the  letter  may  wait  till  to-morrow.— CAotia. 
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The  C  elebrated  Speech  of  Robert  Emmet. 

UIADER   OK  THE   IRISH   INSURRECTION  OF  IMS. 

Onithe  23d  of  June,  1803.  a  rebellion  a^iiinst  tlie  Government  broke  ont  in 
Dubrtii,  in  wliici  K>>l<frt  Einiuet,  at  the  time  only  twenty-tliree  yeure  of  at;e, 
wne  a  principiil  >  cior  It  iiroved  a  failure,  Emmet  was  arreeied,  huviiif;  mi86<'il 
the  opp«>rtiiiiii  V  ,o  i>t>ca|K.',  it  is  snu),  by  lingiritig  to  take  leave  of  a  diiuiihier  of 
Ciirrau,  the  Kifiil  oriiior,  to  wlioin  he  bore  an  utiachment,  which  wiis  recipro- 
cated. On  tlie  V  lih  of  8t'l>temkM'r.  1803,  Euiniet  was  tried  for  high  trenvon  at  tlie 
8<'B»il>n8  House,  Dtii>liii,  hefori-  Lord  Notbury,  one  of  the  cliii'f  judges  of  the 
KinKV  Belief),  i.nd  oMiers:  uns  found  giiity,  and  executed  the  next  day. 
Throtttrb  bis  cnu  isel,  he  had  asked,  at  the  trial,  lliat  the  judunieutof  the  Court 
miuh^  l>e  po6t|i<  ned  until  the  next  niorniug.  This  reqiiect  was  not  tliMiitcd. 
The  derli  of  ttie  L'rown  read  ti<e  iiiilictinent,  and  annonuoed  the  verdict  found, 
ill  tlH  u(>iiiil  foin  .  He  then  concluded  ti'ius:  *"  Wliiit  have  you.  therefore,  now 
to  say,  why  juilg  nent.  <.f  ileath  audexecullon  Blioiild  not  l>c  awarded  aiiainst 
Tou.  Recording  t(|  law?"  Siandint;  forward  in  the  dock,  in  front  of  iho  Bench, 
Kinm^l  made  ihe|foilov\iij<;  improniplu  addrecs,  which  wu  K>ve  eutire,  dividing 
ii  only  into  pa^iigis  of  a  fuitable  length  for  declauiulion. 


, 


Mt^Lobd?:— I 
be  pronounced 
your  predeierniii 
mitiirstion  of  tnai 
But  I  ^ave  that  t 


I' 


iin  asked  what  have  I  to  ray  why  sentence  of  death  nhonld  not 
me  according  to  law?  I  have  nothing  to  say  that  can  alter 

tion,  nor  ilial  it  will  become  nic  to  say,  with  any-view  to  the 

sentence  wliich  you  are  to  pronounce,  and  I  must  abide  by. 

say  which  interexis  niu  more  than  life,  and  wtiich  you  have 
labored  (as  was  liceSKarlly  your  office  in  the  present  circuiniiitHnces  of  thi^  op- 
)ireti!i<|d  couniry)lo  destroy— I  have  much  to  say  why  uiy  reuiiialion  slvoiild  he 
rt'scu^  from  thejload  of  fal»e  accusations  and  calumny  which  has  \h-vu  heaix-(l 
upon  It.  I  do  uoi  imagine  that, seated  where  you  are,  yonr  minds  can  l>c  i-o  free 
from  %npority  asRo  receive  tlie  leai>t  inipresHion  from  what  1  am  goiog  to  utter. 
I  buv^  no  hopes  tjiut  I  can  anchor  my  ciuiracier  in  the  brcasti*  of  a  C'<iirt  coiihiI- 
luted  and  trummdied  as  tins  is.  I  only  wisii,  and  it  is  the  ntmost  I  expect,  that 
your  lord8hi|>e  may  siiffrr  it  to  flout  dow  n  yonr  memories  uniuiuted  by  the  foul 
l>reat)i  of  prejudi  :e,  until  it  fli.ds  some  more  hospitable  harbor  to  slielier  it  from 
Storm  ^by  wbicli  i   is  al  present  buffeted. 

Wer*  I  only  to  giiffer  death,  after  beinsr  ndjudced  guilty  by  yonr  tribunal,  I 
Bhoula  bow  in  sii 'uce,  a>  d  niei'i  the  fate  that  awaiis  ine  without  a  niurnmr,  hut 
tlie  sef  lence  of  tli  e  law  which  delivers  my  body  to  the  executioner,  will,  through 
the  m.inlstry  of  th  it  law,  ial)or  in  it.-*  own  vindication,  to  c<int<igu  my  character 
to  obloquy;  for  t  lere  niiir-t  he  guilt  somewhere:  whether  in  the  sentence  of 
court  4r  in  the  caiafirophe,  posterity  niu!<i  deiermine.  A  nvta  in  my  eituaiion, 
my  loids,  has  not  only  to  encotintfr  the  difhrtillies  of  forinne,  and  the  force  of 
powerfover  mimU  wliich  have  corrupted  or  ciihjiigated.  but  the  liifticullies  of  ex- 
tablis'led  prejudiie;  the  man  dies,  but  his  memory  lives;  that  mine  uniy  not 
perisnt— that  it  imiy  live  in  the  reH|ie<}t  of  my  c>>uiiir\  men— I  ^eizo  upon  this  (>|»> 
>orini|ity  to  viud  cate  inysflf  front  some  of  the  chaigcg  iiileged  a'.'ainst  me. 
iVbeu[niy  spirit  sliall  be  wafted  to  a  niore  friendly  port— wljeii  uiy  sliaile  shall 
liave  jpiiied  the  bunds  of  those  niar^red  heroes  who  have  shed  their  blood  on 
the  sc^Soiu  and  III  the  field,  in  defence  of  their  Country  and  vinue,  this  is  my 
hope: -1. wish  that  my  memory  and  name  may  auimatu  thwewho  surxive  me, 
while  I  look  dowi  witn  complacency  on  the  (le^tniclion  of  that  peifldious  gov- 
ernment, uhich  u  Xiolds  its  dominion  by  hhisphemy  of  the  Most  High;  which 
dii>plays iti<  poxxer I  o\) r  man  us  over  th<:  beaets  of  the  fonsts:  whicu  sets  mim 
npoD  bis  hruiher,  md  litt^  his  hand  in  the  name  of  God  againi>t  the  throat  of  Ins 
fellow,  who  beiieres  or  (toDh'S  a  little  more  tiiaii  the  goviTiimetit  •landar'l— a 
goveri^ent  sieelei  to  haroariiy  by  the  cries  of  the  orpliaus  and  I  lie  teais  of  the 
w  idowB  w  hicii  it  li  us  ui'ide. 

[Here Lord  Norbui  v  lut^rriip'ed  Mr.  Emmet— «n)'in(r  that  the  mmn  and  wtcked  ent'  u- 
•iaats  Who  fell  na  he  dlu,  were  uut equal  tu  the  accuiiipluhmeiits  ut  Iheir  wild  de8iK>'i<  J 

I  apjpeal  to  the  immaculate  aid— I  swear  liy  the  throne  of  h<  aven.  before 
which  n  must  Bhoitly  appear— hy  the  blood  of  the  mnrdend  pa'riois  who  have 
gone  before  me,  ti  at  my  conduct  has  been,  through  all  this  peril  and  thr>'iii.'li 
all  my  purposes,  governed  only  hy  the  convicnons  which  I  have  uttered,  and  by 
no  other  view  thuQ  ihat  of  tli>  ir  cure  and  the  eniancipaiiou  of  my  country  from 
the  Bnperhumuii  o  >presi>ion  nuder  which  B>ie  Ims  so  long  and  too  pntieiiily  tra- 
vailed, and  I  Colli  'lently  and  asxureitly  hope  tnat.  wiid  ano  chlniencal  nsit  may 
ap|ieur,  there  is  s  ill  union  and  sirenglh  in  Ireiaud  to  accomplish  this  noblest 
enterprife. 

Of  this  I  speak  \  iih  the  cnnfldence  of  intimate  knowledge,  and  with  the  con- 
solation that  appei  tains  to  that  confidence.  Tnink  not.  ni>  lordi*.  I  say  ths  for 
the  petty  grntiflC'ii  Ion  of  giving  you  a  transitory  Uheasineso;  a  man  \\  ho  never 
yet  raise*]  his  voic  i  to  ai<sen  a  lie,  will  not  liazard  his  character  with  posterity 
by  asoerting  a  fals  )hoo<l  on  a  siihject  so  important  to  his  country,  and  ou  an  oc- 
casion like  tn  is.  ' 'es,  my  lords,  a  mail  that  iloeg  not  wii>h  ti>  huve  his  epiiaph 
waitten  until  his  Ciuiitry  is  Imerated.  w  id  not  leave  a  weapon  in  the  iH>Mer  of 
envy,  nor  pretend  o  iinp<-ach  the  pr<'bity  whicli  he  meiuis  tu  preeerve  even  in 
the  giave  to  wliict  tyiunuy  consigns  him. 

[Here  he  was  aicali  i  interrupted  by  the  Court.]  I 

Again  I  say,  thai  what  I  have  spoken  was  not  intended  for  yotir  lortlships, 
whose  Biiiiaiioii  I  commiserate  rainei  than  envy— my  exprcsaione  were  for  my 
countrymen — if  ti<<  re  i»a  true  Irisiiiuan  present,  let  my  lust  words  comfort  bliu 
in  the  h<>ur  of  affli  :tiou. 

[Here  he  was  at;air  interrupted;  Lord  Norbury  said  lie  did  not  sit  there  to  hear  treavun  ] 

I  have  aiwaxs  nil  Jerftood  it  tobethcdiity  of  a  jinliie,  when  n  prinoner  has 
been  convicted,  to  )r"nouiice  the  sentence  of  law:  1  have  uiso  iiiiilert>lo(>d  iIjui 
judges  sometimes  I  [link  it  their  duty  to  hear  with  p.itience,  and  lo  speak  witu 
liiimanity;  to  exiK  it  tlie  victim  of  tlie  laws,  and  to  oiler,  with  teiidi  r  heniunity, 
bis  opi I  ion  of  the  notives  by  which  he  was  actuated  in  theciime  of  wliich  lie 
was  adjudged  guill  y.  That  a  judge  baa  tliought  it  his  duty  s.i  to  have  done,  I 
huve  no  doll  lit;  Im:  where  is  the  boasted  freedom  of  jour  insiitulioni*  -  where  im 
the  vaunted  impar  iaiity,  cieiiieiicy,  ami  mildiienn  of  your  courts  of  ju-tice.  If  an 
unfortnnuie  prisoi  or  whom  jour  |ioiicy,  and  not  jour  justice,  isaboiii  to  ile- 
liver  into  the  hand  I  of  tlie  ex>-cntioner,  is  not  suffered  to  explain  his  motives 
sincerely  and  truly  and  to  vindicate  the  principles  hy  which  be  was  uctfi.iiedr 

My  lords,  it  may  be  a  part  of  the  B>stemof  angry  justice  to  how  a  man's  mind 
by  hDiiiiliation  to  t  le  proposed  li;nomity  of  the  scaffold — but  woice  to  inc  than 
the  propoB<'d  sham  ;,  or  the  scaffold's  terrors,  would  be  the  shame  of  such  foul 
and  unrounded  ini  jiitations  as  have  been  laid  against  me  in  this  court.  You, 
Aiy  lord,  are  a  jmU  L-;  lam  tlie  supposed  culprit;  I  am  a  man;  joii  are  a  man 
also;  by  a  revolutr  >u  of  power  we  might  change  pliicei<,  though  we  neTer  coiiid 
Change  characters.  If  1  stand  at  the  liar  of  this  court,  and  dare  not  vindicate 
niy  Character,  wliat  a  farce  is  yonr  justice:  if  I  stand  at  this  har  and  dare  not  vin- 
dicate my  characie ',  how  dare  you  calumniate  it?  Does  the  sentence  of  death, 
which  your  unbuild  A'e<l  policy  inflicts  uponniy  body,  condemn  my  tongue  to  your 
silence,  and  my  rt  putation  to  reproach?  Your  executioner  may  iibrldgc  the 
period  of  my  exisi -nee,  but  while  I  exist  I  shall  not  forbear  to  vnnlicate  my 
cliaracier  and  my  r  lotives  from  your  aspersions:  and  as  a  mnii,  to  w  horn  fume 
is  dearer  than  life,  [  will  make  the  last  use  of  that  life  in  doing  justice  trt  tliat 
reputation  which  \t  to  live  after  me,  and  wliich  ix  the  only  legacy  1  can  leave  lo 
ibowe  I  honor  and  I  >ve,  and  for  whom  I  am  promt  to  perish. 

Aa  men,  my  iordi ,  we  must  appear  on  the  great  day  ut  one  common  tribunal. 


and  it  will  then  remain  for  the  Searcher  of  all  hearts  to  show  «  collective  itfii- 
vcrse,  who  was  engaged  in  the  most  virtuous  aciiona  or  actuated  by  the  pun  si 
motive— my  country's  oppressors,  or 

[Here  he  was  a^ain  Interrupted,  and  told  (o  listen  to  the  sentence  of  the  law.] 

My  lords,  will  a  dying  man  be  denied  the  legal  privilege  of  exculpating  him- 
self in  the  eyes  of  the  community,  of  an  undeserved  reproach  thrown  upon  him 
during  the  trial  by  charging  liimwith  nmhition,  and  attempting  to  cast  awav. 
for  a  paltry  consideration,  the  liberties  of  his  country?  Why  did  your  lordship^ 
insult  me?  or  rather,  why  insult  justice,  in  demanding  of  me  why  sentence  of 
death  should  not  be  pronounced  against  me?  1  know,  my  lord,  that  form  pre- 
scrihes  that  you  should  ask  the  question— the  form  also  implies  the  right  of 
answering.  This,  no  doubt,  may  be  dispensed  with,  and  so  might  the  whole 
ceremony  of  the  triul,  since  sentence  was  already  pronounced  at  the  Castle  t>e- 
fore  your  jury  was  empannelled.  Your  lordships  are  but  the  priests  of  the 
Oracle,  and  I  suhiui^t— but  I  insist  on  the  whole  of  the  forms. 

[Here  Mr.  {Unmet  paused,  and  the  Court  desired  him  to  proceed.] 

I  am  charged  with  being  an  emissary  of  France.  An  emissary  of  FranccI 
and  for  what  end?  It  is  alleged  that  1  wish  to  sell  the  inde|>endence  of  my  coiin- 
tryl  und  for  what  end?  Was  this  the  ohject  of  my  amhition?  and  is  this  tlie 
mode  by  which  a  tribunal  of  justice  reconciles  contradictions?  No!  I  am  no 
emissary:  and  my  ambition  was  to  hold  a  place  among  the  deliverers  <if  my 
Country- not  in  power,  nor  in  profit,  but  in  the  glory  of  the  achievement.  Sell 
my  country's  inUependence  to  Francel  and  for  what!  Wus  it  for  a  change  of 
masters?  No,  but  for  amhition.  0,niycountryI  was  it  personal  ambition  that 
could  influence  me?  Had  it  been  the  soul  of  my  actions,  could  I  not.  hy  my  edu- 
cation and  fortune— hy  the  rank  and  consideration  of  my  family,  huve  placed 
myself  amongst  the  proudest  of  my  country's  oppressors?  My  coiiniry  was  my 
idol;  to  it  I  sacrificed  every  selfish,  every  endearini;  seulimeiit— und  for  it  I  now 
offer  up  my  life.  Uii,GuilI  No!  my  lord,  I  ucted  as  an  Irishman,  determined  on 
delivering  my  country  from  the  yolk  of  a  foreign  and  unrelentint;  t>ranny.  and 
the  more  uailing  jolk  of  a  domestic  faction,  which  is  its  joint  partnei  and  |>er- 
petruior  in  the  parricide,  for  tlie  ignominy  of  existing  with  an  exterior  of  splen- 
dor and  a  conscious  denravity;  it  was  the  wish  of  my  beurt  lo  extricate  my 
Country  from  this  doubly-riveited  despotism.  I  wished  to  place  her  indepen- 
dence beyond  the  reach  of  any  power  on  earth— I  wished  to  exult  her  to  that 
proud  station  in  the  world. 

Connection  with  France  was  indeed  intended,  but  only  as  far  as  mutual  inte- 
rest would  sanction  or  require.  Were  they  to  assume  any  allthoritJ^illCollsistent 
with  the  iMirest  indeiienileuce,  it  would  iJe  the  sieual  for  tlieir  deft rncti'^n.  we 
sought  aid,  and  ue  sought  it  as  if  we  had  ussiuuuce  we  sliouid  obtuiu  it— as 
auxiliaries  in  war  and  allies  in  peace. 

Were  the  French  to  come  us  invaders  or  enemies,  uninvited  by  the  wishes  of 
the  people,  I  should  oppose  them  to  ihe  utmost  of  my  sireneth.  Yes.  my  coun- 
try men,  1  would  meet  them  on  the  beach  with  a  sword  In  one  hand  and  a  torch 
iu  theoiher;  I  would  meet  tlieni  with  all  the  destructive  fury  of  war,  and  I 
would  animate  my  countrymen  to  immolate  them  in  tin  ir  boats,  licfore  they  hud 
contaminated  the  soil  of  my  country.  If  they  succeeded  in  landing,  and  If 
forced  to  retire  before  superior  discipline,  I  would  dispute  every  inch  ot  ground, 
burn  every  blude  of  grass  before  tnem,  and  the  last  entrenchment  of  liberty 
should  be  my  grave.  Wiiat  1  could  not  do  myself,  if  1  should  f:ill,  I  would 
leave  as  a  h;st  charge  to  my  countrymeu  to  accomplish,  becuiise  I  should  feel 
ronscioiis  ihut  life,  any  more  thau  death,  is  profitable  when  a  foreign  nation 
holds  my  Country  In  subjection. 

But  It  was  not  as  an  enemy  that  the  succors  of  France  were  to  land.  I  looked, 
indeed,. for  the  apsistance  of  France,  but  I  wished  to  prove  tu  France  ami  to  all 
the  world  tli-it  Irislimen  deserved  to  he  assisie<l;  that  they  were  imilunant  At 
slavery,  and  ready  to  ai-sert  the  iii<)ependence  and  liberty  of  their  country. 

I  w  ished  to  piocuie  for  my  country  the  guarantee  wliich  Wasliington  procured 
for  America.  To  procure  au  aid  wliich,  by  iisexuinple,  would  be  as  impoitanr 
as  its  vulor-disclplii.ed.  gallant,  pregnant  with  scienci!  and  ezperii-nce,  who 
wou'd  preserve  the  good,  and  poliaii  the  rough  points  of  our  character:  they 
would  come  to  us  asptrangers  und  leave  us  as  friends,  after  sharing  our  perils 
and  elevating  our  dertiiiy.  Tliese  were  my  objects— not  to  receive  new  task- 
makers,  but  toex|>el  old  tyrants:  these  were  my  views,  and  these  only  b«-caine 
Inehuien.  It  was  for  these  ends  I  sought  aid  from  France,  l>ecaui>e  France, 
even  as  an  enemy,  could  not  be  more  implacable  thau  the  enemy  already  tti  the 
iioeom  of  my  country. 

[Here  he  »afi  atcalii  interrupted  by  the  Court.] 

I  have  ))ecn  charged  with  that  importance  in  the  efforts  to  emancipate  ray 
country,  as  to  be  considered  tlie  keystone  of  the  conibination  of  Irislimen,  or  us 
your  lordship  expressed  It,  "  the  life  and  blood  of  the  conspinicy."  You  do  nie 
honor  over  much,  J  ou  have  given  to  the  finbaitern  all  tne  credit  of  a  superior. 
There  are  engaged  in  ihi^  conpiracy,  who  are  not  only  su|ierlor  to  me,  but 
even  to  jour  owii,concepln.n  of  jourself,  my  lord,  liefore  the  splendor  of  whose 
genius  and  virtues  I  sliou.d  bow  with  res)>ectful  deference,  and  who  would  think 
themselves  didioiiored  to  l>e  called  your  friend,  and  who  would  not  disgrace 
theuiseives  by  shaking  your  blood-Btaiued  baud. 

[Here  he  was  airaln  interrupted.] 

What,  mv  lord,  Bhall  yon  tell  me  on  the  passage  to  that  scaffold,  which  that 
tyranny  (of  which  you  are  only  the  intermediaij  executioner)  has  erected  f<.r 
my  niunler.  that  I  am  accountable  forail  the  blood  that  has  und  will  l)e  shed  in 
this  Struggle  of  the  oppressed  aguinst  the  oppreBSor— shall  you  tell  me  this,  and 
Shall  I  be  so  very  a  slave  as  not  to  repel  it? 

I  do  not  fear  to  approach  the  Ouinlpotent  JudL'e,  to  answer  for  the  conduct  of 

my  whole  life,  jiud  am  I  to  be  appalled  and  falsified  by  a  mere  remnant  of r- 

tuiiiy  here?  By  you,  too,  who,  if  it  were  possible  to  collect  all  the  innocent 
blood  that  you  have  caused  to  be  shed  In  your  unhallowed  ministry,  into  one 
great  reservoir,  your  lordship  might  swim  iu9l. 

[Here  the  Judge  interfered.] 

lA-t  no  man  dare,  when  I  am  dead,  to  charge  me  with  dishonor.  Let  no  man 
attaint  my  memory  by  t>elieviiig  mat  I  could  have  engaged  in  any  cuus<-  but  of 
my  country.  Iibt-rty  and  independence,  or  that  I  became  the  pliant  minion  cf 
power,  in  the  oppression  or  the  mixeries  of  my  couuirjmen.  The  proclamation 
of  the  Provisional  Governmeut  S|)eaks  for  our  views;  no  inference  can  lie  tor- 
tured from  it  to  Countenance  barbarity  or  dehasement  at  home,  or  subjection,, 
humiliation,  or  treachery  from  abroad;  I  would  not  have  submitteil  to  a  foreign 
oppressor,  for  the  Bame  reason  that  I  would  resist  the  present  doniestic  op- 
pressor. In  the  dignity  of  fre<-dom,  I  would  huve  fought  on  the  ihreshoid  of 
my  country,  and  lis  eneniv  should  only  enter  by  passing  over  my  lifele^s  corpse. 
And  am  I,  who  lived  but  for  my  country,  and  who  have  subjected  myself  to  the 
dangers  of  the  jealous  and  watchful  oppressor,  and  the  liondaue  of  the  grave, 
only  to  give  my  countrymen  their  rights  ainl  my  country  her  independence— am 
I  to  be  loaded  with  calumny,  and  not  suffered  to  resent  or  repel  it?  No,  God 
for  bid  I 

[Hi-re  lyii-d  Nnrbnry  told  Hr.  Emmet  that  his  sentiments  and  lantrnajre  disfrraced  bhi 
family  ami  ediicait'>u,  but  more  pai  ticularly  hi*  feOher,  Ur.  Eiuniet,  who  was  a  man,  If 
alive,  that  would  not  couutenance  such  <'piiiion8,] 

If  the  spirits  of  the  illustrious  dead  participate  in  the  concerns  and  caresof  those 
who  are  dear  to  them  in  this  transitory  life— O,  ever  dear  and  venerated  shade 
of  my  departed  father,  look  down  with  scrutiuy  upon  the  conduct  of  your 
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fering  ton,  and  gee  if  I  have  ever  for  a  moment  deviated  from  those  principles 
of  morality  and  patriutifm  which  it  wafi  your  care  to  iiietil  into  my  youtliful 
mind,  nnd  for  wliich  I  urn  now  t<>  offer  op  my  life. 

My  lord,  yon  are  impatient  Tor  the  eacrifice— the  blood  which  yon  seek  is  not 
congealed  by  the  artificial  tenors  that  surround  your  victim:  it  circulates  warm- 
ly and  unruffled  througli  the  channels  winch  God  creat<'d  for  a  nobler  purpose, 
but  which  )  ou  are  bent  to  destroy,  for  purposes  so  grievous  tliat  they  cry  to 
heaven.  Be  ye  patient.  I  have  but  a  few  words  to  say.  I  am  going  to  my  cold 
and  silent  grave,  my  lamp  i>f  life  is  nearly  extinguished;  my  race  is  run:  the 
grave  opens  to  receive  me,  and  I  sinlt  into  iis  bosom.  I  have  but  one  request  to 
ask  at  my  departure  from  tliis  world:  it  is  the  charity  of  its  silence.  Let  uo 
man  write  my  epitapli,  for  as  no  man  who  knows  niy  motives  dare  now  vindi- 
cate them,  let  not  prejuilice  or  ignorance  asperse  them.  Ler  them  and  me  re- 
|K>8«  In  obscurity  and  peace,  and  my  tomii  remain  uninscribed,  until  otiicr 
times  and  other  men  can  do  justice  to  my  characier.  When  my  country  takes 
her  place  among  the  nations  of  the  earlli— then,  and  not  till  then— let  my  epi- 
tapli be  written.    1  have  done.       ^__^^_^ 

One  dav,  previous  to  Emmet's  trinl,  as  the  Gtovemor  was  poing  Ma  rounds,  he 
entered  Eii>m»t'8  room  rather  al)riiptly,  and  observing  a  remarkanle  expiefsion 
in  Ills  countenance,  he  apologized  for  the  interruption.  He  lia<)  a  fork  fixed  to 
liiit  liitle  deal  table,  and  app<  n<led  to  it  iliere  was  a  tress  of  hair.  "  You  see," 
sai<l  lie  to  the  keeper,  "  how  innocently  I  have  been  occupied:  this  little  tress 
Iiu8  been  long  dear  to  me,  and  I  ani  plaiting  it  to  wear  in  my  bosom  on  ihe  day 
of  my  execution."  On  the  day  of  that  fatal  event  there  was  found,  sketched  by 
hU  own  liand,with  a  pen  and  ink,  upon  that  very  table,  an  admirable  likeness  of 
hiniseir,  (lie  liend  Bevere<l  from  the  body  which  lay  near  it,  surrounded  by  the 
scuffolil,  the  uxe  and  all  the  paraphernalia  of  a  hi^h  treason  execution.  What 
a  siiange  union  of  tenderness,  enihiisiasm  and  fortitude  do  not  the  above  traits 
of  character  exhibit.  His  fortitude,  indeed,  never  forsook  him:  on  the  nitrht 
previous  to  Ids  death  he  slept  as  soundly  as  ever:  and  wlien  the  fatal  inorniifg 
dawned,  he  arose,  knelt  down  and  prayed,  ordered  some  miik,  which  lie  drank, 
wrote  twi>  letters,  and  then  desiied  the  slieriffs  to  Ihj  informed  that  he  was 
ready.  When  they  came  to  his  room,  he  said  he  had  two  requests  to  make— one 
tlini  his  arms  might  be  left  as  loose  as  possible,  whicli  was  humanely  acceded 
to.  "  1  make  tlie  other,"  said  be,  "  not  under  any  idea  that  it  t&n  be  granted, 
but  that  it  may  be  lield  in  remembrance  that  I  have  made  it— it  is,  that  1  may  l>e 
|>erniitteii  to  die  in  my  green  uniform."  This,  of  course,  was  not  allowed  him — 
and  the  request  seemed  to  nave  no  otlier  object  Minn  to  sliow  that  he  (;loried  in 
ilie  cause  for  which  be  had  lo  suffer.  Anotlier  incident  worthy  of  note  is  this: 
.\s  he  was  passing  out  of  bis  cell,  on  his  way  to  the  gallows,  he  met  the  turiikey, 
who  hud  become  much  attached  to  him.  Being  fettered,  Emmet  could  not  give 
his  liand:  so  he  kissed  the  poor  fellow  on  the  cheek,  u ho,  overcimie  by  the 
mingled  condescension  and  tenderness  of  tlie  act,  fell  senseless  at  the  feet  of  the 
yonthful  victim,  and  did  not  recover  till  the  latter  was  no  longer  among  the 
living. 

"Whether  on  the  scaffold  high,  op  In  the  battle's  van, 
The  noblest  place  for  man  to  die  la  where  he  dies  (or  man." 

IRELAND    WILL    TET    BE    FREE. 
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Let  tyrants  exult  and  their  mandates  proclaim, 
Tlieir  sceptres  with  iron  hands  sway: 
•        "       Oppression  the  Iiish  heart  never  can  tame,  . 

Nor  drive  hope  of  freedom  away.  ■ 

.   Tiie  yolk  may  be  heavy  and  firm  in  its  place, 
The  fetters  secure  all  may  be: 
But  blood  will  wash  out  tins  most  shameful  disgrace. 
And  Ireland  ere  long  shall  be  free. 

The  day  may  be  distant— perhaps  it  is  near. 

When  freedom  shall  dawn  on  our  land: 
When  Irt'land  DO  longer  a  t>  rant  need  fear,  ■^  •    . 

Her  rigiits  she  will  seek  and  demand. 
Her  fields,  now  deserted,  shall  blossom  once  more; 

Her  ships  will  skim  over  the  sea; 
The  hirelings  of  England  l>e  hurled  from  our  shore,  , 

And  Ireland  will  truly  be  free. 

Then  toast  onr  fair  island,  my  conntrymen  all, 

"Success  to  her. strugu'le  so  nigh!  " 
'Her  sons  will  spring  forth  at  the  first  trumpet  call, 

And  battle  for  freedom  or  die. 
Then  wtien  we  have  conquered  and  peace  smiles  again. 

Let  this  our  grand  toast  ever  be:  ' ; 

"CoiifuHlon  to  tyrants  wherever  they  leignl" 

And  Ireland  shall  ever  be  free.      . 

T  IRELAND. 

By  James  Hurley  Driscoll.    Tune— "  Amci-ksa." 
Land  where  Ihe  Bliamrock  gro'wB, 
Land  IV  here  the  sunburst  glows, 

I  live  for  thee;  ■     .    • 

Tliy  hills  are  ever  fair. 
Beauty  is  everywhere. 
Thy  sons  will  ever  dare 
•  To  flglit  for  thee.  ; 

'         Sarsfield  and  Emmet  will    '         . 
Live  in  onr  memory  still, 

UrL'ing  to  do 
What  they  have  left  undone,    ■  v 
'.  .  Wnat  they  so  well  begun,  '  ■, 

'  .  Each  patriot,  sire  and  sou 

Will  swear  to  do.  •  - 

Who,  when  tlie  hour  is  rife. 
Shrinks  from  his  country's  striftf 

Coward  his  name; 
Close  to  liim  friendship's  door. 
Mention  liim  nevermore, 
Brand  him  forevermore. 

Eternal  shame.  i 

Tlicn  when  fair  liberty  i    . 

Crowns  thee,  isle  of  the  sea, 

Emmet  shall  be  ;  .  '  *    .  J 

Written  in  epitaph,  =    :. 

;    Tyrants  shall  cease  to  laugh,  ;  .  •  .,     j 

■   And  pstriots  a  toast  shall  quaff  ^    ' 

To  illierty. 
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:_...:.  Sweet  dreams  of  Erin  where'er  I  roam, 

.    .   .'  Bring  tender  mem'rics  of  my  dear  old  home 

Far  oVr  the  waters,  on  the  Shannon's  shore. 
E'en  now  I  see  it  as  in  daj-s  of  yore 
Last  night,  in  dreams,  again  I  returned 
Back  to  the  scenes,  for  whicii  I  have  yearned  -■ 

Ever  since  the  dav  I  bid  sad  faren ell 
To  Erin  and  loved  ones  at  home.  ; 

.  '  •  Sweet  dreams  of  Erin  where'er  F  roam, 

■    '    ■  Bring  tender  niem'ries  of  niv  dear  old  home   .     '  "    _ 

Far  o'er  the  waters,  ou  tike  Shannon's  shore. 
Even  now  I  see  it  as  in  days  of  yore.  ^^ 

Of  as  I  wander  in  my  dreams 

Amid  tiie  mountains  and  the  streams,     .  .■  ',: 

I  see  the  golden  Shannon  flow,  ^'  :'-'- 

:    ,  ■  I  hear  it  iniiniiur  sort  and  low.  ^         '.     ;■      ' 

It  seems  to  sing  a  sad  refrain  '      .    .     _ 

Of  days  thiit  are  no  more:  •  •  '  '        ■  f'  ■. 

'  Oh,  would  tliat  I  could  call  back  '      ■ "-~-      -'  .  -;.: 

Those  happy  days  of  yore. 

NORAH,    ASTHORE. 
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Norali,  astliore,  far  awiiy  o'er  the  ocean,  -1    -f  ^•:   ;* 

I  sigh  for  the  light  of  thy  beautiful  eyes:  '-^'V. 

Distance  nor  lime  ne'er  will  bliL'ht  the  devotion  ,'- t'.'-    'r 

That  dwells  in  my  iieart  for  the  colleen  1  prize.         ■■■•'■    -"-. 
Thy  smile,  that  would  welcome  me.  love,  in  the  gloaming. 

Still  lightens  my  pathwiiys  88  bright  as  of  >ore: 
Thy  sweet  voice  I  hear,  love,  where'er  I  am  roaming,  ... 

Calling  me  back  to  my  Norah,  ast here.  --.•■-■'. 

Onoiiii*  ''i-^' 

^  Nornh,  asthore,  aye.  soon  I'll  be  sailing  .  "  •  •"  ^-:  ' 

*  Home  to  you,  darling,  to  part  nevermore:  *'   " 

My  soul  longaM  hear,  love,  thy  sweet  words  of  greeting, 
Nora,  ailanna,  Norah,  asihore. 

Norah,  asthore,  tho'  'tis  years  since  we  part«d,  ;  .. 

I  know  you'll  be  true  to  the  promise  >  oil  cave; 
Your  whisper  that  joy  to  my  sorrows  imparted. 

Still  speaks  to  my  liearf,  love,  from  ihee  o'er  the  wave. 
Ah,  soon  will  the  long  days  of  waiting  be  over. 

Ah,  soon  I'll  return  to  the  love  I  adore:  .  '.    ' 

Bright  will  the  skies  seem  beside  you,  mavonmeen,  -    - 

Norah,  ailanna,  my  Norah,  aaibore.— 6' Aoru«. 

KATY   RlTAN.  v  ' 
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If  you'll  allow  me,  friends,  I'll  tell  you  all  a  story    . 

About  Katy  Ryiin,  a  little  Irish  girl; 
When  you  meet  her,  oh,  I  tell  you  it's  a  glory. 

She  sets  my  heart  in  a  whirl. 
I  iisUed  her  failier  for  her  liand,  it  seems  he  didn't  understand-^ 

To  give  her  hnnd  he  said  he  must  decline; 
Site's  so  charming  and  so  fair,  and  there's  none  that  can  compare 

With  little  Katy  Ryan. 
Oh,  listen,  ain't  tliat  music  6ne?— Break 
They're  serenading  little  Katy  Ryan.— .S/eoJt. 

Chorus. 

Oh,  yes,  she  is  so  pretty,  and  her  eyes  lilce  diamonds  shine; 

Now  isn't  that  a  pity  1  can't  marry  Katy  R) an f 
■^        If  Katy  had  her  choice  whom  she  would  marry. 

And  her  ricli  old  fatiier  wouldn't  interfere, 
I  am  sure  the  little  darling  would  not  tarry,  '    .      >, 

She  promised  to  l)e  here. 
But  what  are  we  to  dof  oh,  if  her  father  only  knew 

How  she  loves  me,  tlien  I  am  sure  he'd  not  be  tri  ing 
To  break  one  another's  lieart,  and  to  keep  us  fur  apiiri, 

I  am  sure  he'd  give  me  little  Katy  Ryuu.— Chorus. 


V 


WHEN    IRELAND    HAS    AN    ARMY    AND    A 
NAVY    OP    HER    OWN. 

Tliere  is  a  little  island  in  the  middle  of  the  sea, 
Tlie  land  where  shamrockB  grow  so  green,  'tis  very  dear  to  me. 
'Twas  there  my  motlier  raised  mc  on  a  Tipj>erary  fuim, 
,     III  peace  and  comfort,  loving,  wishing  no  one  anv  liiirm. 
Our  happiness  did  not  lust  lone,  cruel  tyrants  did  us  oppress, 
'Till  on  Columbia's  shore  \ve  had  to  seek  k  place  of  rest. 
The  day  will  come  that  we  can  crush  these  men  with  hearts  of  stone. 
When  Ireland  has  an  army  and  a  navy  of  her  own. 

Chokus. 
Oh,  the  good  old  times  are  sure  to  come  again. 
And  the  dark  clouds  o'er  us  will  have  flown: 
We'll  have  peace  and  plenty  when  old  Ireland  has 
An  army  and  a  navy  of  her  own. 

What's  fair  and  honest  in  our  cause  is  all  onr  peo)>lc  claim; 
Sure  Scotland  has  its  own  laws,  then  wliy  can't  we  have  the  snmef 
That  England's  queen  should  govern  ns,  to  that  we  are  content — 
What  we  demand  in  Ireland  is  our  Irish  Parliament. 
Tiie  Englishmen  they  brat;  about  their  army,  that's  all  right. 
But  it's  Irish  lads  who  constitutes  Ihe  regiments  that  fight;      , 
For  all  tlie  sorrow  caused  to  us,  these  tyrants  shall  atone. 
When  Ireland  has  an  army  and  a  navy  of  her  own. —  Chorus. 
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I  am  flta  Iridh  boy,  and  my  heart  is  fnll  of  Joy, 

I  o\\  e  II) V  breath  to  famooB  Limerick  city: 
I  can    landle  well  the  t\vi>;,  or  flitter  an  Irish  jig; 

Or  li  ive  you  a  stave  of  a  native  Uitty. 
My  ht^  irt  is  seldom  sad,  I  like  to  miilie  follcs  Klad, 

And  the  girls'  eyes  a-twiiiklinK  >i>te  a  star,  oh; 
I'm  al  vays  at  my  eiise,  for  my  friends  I  love  to  teaM, 

I'm  :be  rattling,  rowliug,  teasing  Pat  O'Hara. 
'  Chorus. 

I  iirrahl  my  Irish  »K)ys,  that's  fond  of  fun  and  noise. 

There's  not  from  Dublin  down  to  C"niiermara, 
C  r  from  Limerick  to  Kildare,  a  boy  tliiit  can  compars 
With  rattling,  rowling,  teasing  Pat  O'Hara. 
And  o  1  a  pattern  tfay  my  heart  is  llnht  and  gay,  * 

I  fri  lit  across  the  green  sod  light  and  gnyly; 
I  am  a  Ivvays  up  to  fun.  but  WHS  never  known  to  run. 

For   htti  would  be  disgrace  to  my  ehillalah. 
If  a  CO  lieeii,  too,  yoa  cee  that's  looking  after  me. 

And  faix,  her  i.ame  is  Kitfy  McNamaru;  ;         * 

With  I  wo  eyes  as  black  as  sloeti.  that  wherever  I  may  go. 

The;   are  always  chasing  after  Put  O'Hura.—  Chorus. 
I  love   he  emerald  sod  where  in  childhood  first  I  trod. 

Wit!   its  hills  and  valleys  clothed  in  sliamrocks  green; 
And  it  I  colleens  sweet  and  fair,  few  with  thum  can  compare, 


For 


heir  equal's  mighty  seldom  to  be  seen,  sure. 


Thouit  1  the  (fmes  have  changed  this  while  In  dear  oiild  Erin's  Isle, 

And  many  hiive  had  to  wander  near  and  far,  oh ; 
Arrah    Just  keep  up  your  heart,  you'll  find  that  the  better  part,    ^ 

'Tlspe  style  that  always  pleases  Pat  O'Ean.— Chorus. 

NELLY    BRADY. 
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There's  ajcolleen  fair,  with  nut-brown  hair  and  laughing  eyes  of  blue, 
With  a  fdkm  sublime  and  a  face  divine,  she's  the  image.  Nell,  of  you; 
None  can  compete  wiih  her  smile  so  sweet,  cheeks  and  lips  of  rosy  hue, 
Diana  faif  cannot  compare  with  this  colleen  like  you. 

Chorus. 
Nelly  Brady  is  the  name  of  the  lady,     | 

The  same  as  yours,  'tis  true; 
I'd  not  be  surprised  if  you  had  sarmised 
That  this  colleen  was  you. 

Tbcro^  a  bij  I  know  that  loves  her  so,  and  an  honest  heart  has  ho; 
He's  an  awl^l  sight,  sure  he's  wortblevs  quiie,  well,  bednd,  he's  just  like  me. 
Hie  coat  is  4orn,  out  his  heart's  not  worn,  und  no  deed  he  dare  not  do 
To  bless  th^  life  of  bis  little  wife,  if  that  little  wife  should  reseuible  yon. 

Chorus. 
Con  O'Grady,  do  yon  mind,  yonng  lady, 

Is  tlie  name  <>f  tlie  boy,  do  you  see? 
And  if  your  name  is  Brady  you'll  change  to  O'Grady, 
I  think  that  sume  gossoon  I'll  be. 

I'LL  T^lKIb   you   home    AGAIN.   KATHLEEN. 

Copjrigbt,  187jiby  John  Chur<'h  &  Co.    (Used  by  pernilsulon  )    The  Woidn  and  Music  of 
this  Boug  can  be  procured  from  any  music-dealer.    Price  40  cents. 

j       I    Words  and  Music  by  Thomas  P.  Westeiidorf. 
I'll  take  yon  hjome  again,  Kathleen,  across  the  ocenn  wild  and  wide. 
To  where  yoiif  heart  bos  ever  been  since  llrst  yon  were  my  bonny  bride. 
The  roees  all  lave  left  your  cheek,  I've  watched  them  fade  awny  and  die; 
Tonr  voice  Is  fad  whene'er  you  speak,  and  tears  bedim  your  loving  eyes. 

Chorus. 
take  yon  back,  Kathleen,  to  where  your  heart  will  feel  no  pain, 
the  fields  are  fresh  and  green  I'll  take  you  to  your  liome  again. 
te  me,  Kathleen,  dear,  your  heart  was  ever  fond  and  true; 
hen  you  are  near  that  life  holds  nothing  dear  but  yoa. 
The  snijles  thit  once  you  irave  to  me  I  scnrcely  ever  see  them  now. 
Though  manyl  many  times  I  see  a  dark'ning  shadow  on  your  brow.— CAori«. 
To  that  dear  linme  tieyond  the  sea  my  Kathleen  shall  again  return, 
Ai'd  when  thyjold  friends  welcome  thee  thy  loving  heart  will  cease  to  yea   • 
Where  laughs  the  little  silver  stream,  beside  your  mother's  humble  cot. 
And  brightest  rays  cjf  sunshine  gleam,  there  all  your  grief  will  be  forgot.— CAo. 


Oh,  I  Willi 
And  whe 
I  know  you  loj 
I  alwayi*  feel 
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POTHEEN. 

by  T.  R  Harms  &  Co. 
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Let  thk  Frenchman  drink  his  wine,  the  German  drink  his  beer. 

Let   ivery  man  drink  what  he  will ; 
8houl<   a  friend  I  chance  to  meet,  I  never  fail  to  treat 

To  I  tiat  sparkiim;  drink  the  Irifh  call  "  potheen." 
There  s  a  relish -in  its  f>\\\  )iow  'twill  color  up  itie  lip, 

Liki  a  cherry  fresh  ana  rosy  from  a  Itve; 
Bow  '  will  warm  up  the  heart,  the  chords  of  love  'twiil  Start. 
The:  e  Is  no  drink  like  the  sweet  putbeen  for  me. 
Chorus. 
Sc  come  and  fill  yonr  glass,  let  the  toast  of  friendship  pats, 
ling  a  song  or  dance  with  your  colleen; 
-  Si;  3uld  a  friend  I  chance  to  meet,  I  never  fail  to  treat 

I'o  that  sparkling  drink  the  Irish  call  "potbeeu." 
Aronn  1  the  hearth  at  nieht,  when  hearts  are  free  and  light, 

Wh«  n  those  we  love  are  t'>  he  seen, 
Ton'll  sea  each  smiling  face  fill  an  ever  welcome  place. 

And  imbihing  in  the  rale  ould  sweet  potheen. 
Here  i  Dd  there  a  lovini;  kiss,  a-huhhling  o'er  with  bliss. 

And  a  story  that  would  make  yon  laugh,  I  ween: 
Hand  n  hand  you'll  find  us  all,  shonid  yon  ever  chance  to  call, 
We   k'ill  treat  you  to  the  rale  onid  sweet  potheen.— 6' Aoruf. 


DOUGHERTY'S  BOARDING  HOUSE. 
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I'm  going  to  trr  and^l  yon,  so  listen  unto  me, 
Ahont  a  panic  boardnfg  house  in  Frog  street.  No.  3, 

Kept  hv  a  man  named  Dougherty,  an  Irif-hmau,  of  course—  ■      ^  ^    ,  (  ;■ 

A  regular  European-North- American  boarding  bouse. 

Chorus. 

Cornelius  Slanghtery,  Just  from  the  battery,  Timothy  Regan,  Hike  HcGlae, 

Big  foot  Henncssy,  Patsey  Leary,  alLin  one  room,  number  two; 

Jerry  Rawley,  the  man  fromGalway;  PatMcGlone,  and  a  fellow  culled  Mouse; 

Cobblers,  tailors,  coopers,  sailors,  down  at  Dougherty's  boarding  house. 
On  week  days  we  have  liver,  on  Sundays  we  have  niu»h. 

And  when  the  bell  for  dinner  rings  you  ought  to  see  them  rush;  t  -  . 

And  the  way  they  make  the  landlord  stare  as  each  one  makes  n  grab,  ■  ' 

And  demolish  everything  they  see,  'twould  make  your  heart  feel  sad  —CAorur 

And  when  at  night  we  go  to  bed  and  try  and  net  some  sleep. 

Then  in  walks  big  O'Donnell  with  his  No.  15  feet; 

And  l>edbugs,  too.  they  stick  like  glue,  and  promenade  in  gangs. 

And  bottle-tailed  flies  get  on  your  eyes,  and  mosquitoes  on  your  band.- CAorvf. 

THE    IRISH    BRIGADE.  I 
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Now  don't  be  alarmed,  Nell,  at  seeing  me  here, 

I'm  a  gent  of  the  very  first  order;  j 

Tou  can  see  by  my  style  I'm  a  gentleman,  too,  i 

And  a  son  of  the  marquis'  daughter.  [ 

My  mother,  God  ble»s  her,  she  doated  on  me,  .1 

Said  of  danger  I  ne'er  was  afraid;  .  .     \ 

I  grew  up  to  inanbood,  a  commlasion  I  bought,  , 

And  I'm  one  of  the  Irii<b  Brigade. 

Chohus. 
Then  hurrah !  hurrah !  for  the  true  eons  of  Erin, 

A  stout-hearteil  Paddy,  who's  never  afrnld; 
I'm  true  to  the  core,  and  to  deatii  even  daring,  j 

We're  true  noble  eons  of  the  Irish  Brigade.  ' 

To  the  roll  of  ihe  drum  we  march  hohlly  on 

O'er  the  field  midst  the  dead  and  the  dying; 
Though  high  in  the  breeze  tlie  rebel  flag  waves. 

Our  green  banners,  too,  noble  flying.  , 

No  conquest  we  ask,  save  the  hirtliiiL'ht  we  claim,  i 

And  the  freedom  which  tyrants  kept  shady; 
For  this  will  we  fight  till  our  life-blood  be  spent. 

In  defense  of  the  name  of  O'Grady.— 6'A^'<«.  ♦- 

MRS.   HIGGINS'    PARLOR   FLOOR. 
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Mrs.  Biggins  lives  'round  these  qnarters. 

In  a  house  that  was  built  by  her  son; 
She  has  three  elCL'anl  daughters, 
'  ,  In  society  considered  bon-toii. 

Every  night  in  the  week  there's  a  party. 

Such  waltzing  and  dancim;  on  t(«8; 
I'm  told  by  Miss  Biddv  McCarthy 
That  the  entire  neighborhood  knows: 
Chorus. 
Mary,  Nell  and  Rose  have  on  their  Sunday  clothes. 

To  entertain  their  lovers  by  the  score. 
Then  the  dancing  will  begin,  with  Tom,  Jack  and  Jim, 
They'll  soon  break  down  Miss  Biggins'  parlor  floor. 

Miss  Mary  she  works  at  dreBsmakincr, 

Rosie  clerks  iti  a  store  on  Broadway, 
And  Nellie's  fine  at  roller  skating. 

She  won  the  first  prize  here  to-day;  \    '. 

Mary  has  her  left  eye  on  Tom  Kelly,  '  '      " 

Jack  Nolan's  in  love  with  Miss  Ruse, 
And  Jimmie's  the  bright  boy  for  Nellie, 

With  a  beautiful  wart  on  her  nose.— CAon:*.  > 

THE    POOR   IRISH    MINSTREL. 
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I'm  a  poor  Irish  minstrel,  I'm  not  J)leet  with  wealth, 
But  I've  a  fond  heart.  Clear  conscience  and  bealthi 
I  care  not  for  storms,  misfortune  I  brave. 
The  hand  of  the  welcome  is  all 'hat  I  crave. 
A  kiss  from  the  loving,  a  word  from  tlie  true, 
A  look  or  a  smile,  my  darling,  from  you. 
Would  cheer  the  poor  minstrel  where'er  he  might  roam, 
With  the  image  of  all  to  his  wandering  home. 
Cnontis. 

I'm  a  poor  Irish  mijMiurel,  and  happily  would  plajr 

Music,  sweet  niiisic  by  night  or  hy  day; 

I  would  sing  thee  sw'eet  songs  of  my  home  far  away, 

Ob,  angel  of  love,  come  list  to  my  lay. 

I'm  proud  of  my  conntry,  that  dear  isle  so  green,  * 

The  fairest  of  lassies  .niid  lads  may  be  seen. 
Where  such  men  as  Emmet,  O'Conneli  and  Moore 
Have  lived,  sang  and  cherished  that  bright  sunny  shore. 
The  shamrock  of  Ireland  and  the  lilly  of  FiHiice 
^  We  love  with  a  fondness  that  nothing  but  chance 

'  Will  pluck  from  our  boeoms,  kept  warm  anil  true, 

With  a  spirit  as  gard'ner  and  heart's  dripping  dew.— CAoru«. 


V 


S^  REMEMBER.    BOY,    YOU'RE   IRISH.       "^ 
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Oil,  how  well  do  I  remember  when  lint  a  liule  boy,  .■'      •■; 

Siandintr  by  my  dear  old  mother's  knee, 
^VIlile  the  pearly  tears  of  love,  liko  dewdrops  from  aboTe, 

Would  All  her  eyes  with  joy  and  ecsracy ; 
And  elie'd  take  me  in  her  arnie  and  press  me  to  her  heart. 

As  only  mother  can  do  for  her  own. 
While  my  flaxen  hair  she'd  smooth,  my  boyieh  nerves  to  sooths, 
She'd  say  to  ine,  "My  boy,  where'er  you  roam — 
CnoRus. 
Remember,  boy,  you're  Irish,  born  on  Irish  soil; 
Your  father  was  n  Kenry,  your  mother  was  a  Doyle: 
Be  an  honor  to  your  country, 'lis  the  land  of  heroes  bold. 
The  land  where  the  shamrock  grows. 
The  fact  that  I  am  Irish  I  never  will  deny; 

I  love  my  native  country,  fresh  and  green;  ' 

Where  the  open-hearted  laddie  and  pretty  blae^yed  lass. 

The  wild  flowers  of  her  country,  may  be  seen; 
The  singing  of  her  birds  uiid  sii^hing  of  her  winds. 

That  echoes  sweet  her  prayers  and  melody;  .'';.:.. 

Be  it  III  a  lowly  hut,  or  palace  rich  and  grand,  ' : 

To  beggar,  lord  or  prince  I'd  proudly  say ;— CA<w«#. 

Soon  the  dear  old  harp  of  Erin  from  slamber  will  awake, 

Its  echoec,  sweet,  will  peal  tlironghout  the  land. 
To  chow  that  eiill  she  lives  in  every  home  and  clime. 

Like  treasured  gems  of  love  both  true  and  (rrund; 
Lik<]  the  wariiitii  and  dew  of  spring,  which  bring  to  life  and  strength 

The  flowers  and  blades  from  mother  earlh  so  dear; 
So  from  silenced  graves  of  woe  tears  of  joy  will  flow. 

And  then  from  every  heart  and  tongue  you'll  hear:— Cfiorui. 

;       MAUREEN    MAVOURNEEN. 
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Maureen  Mavourneen,  now  liet  to  my  calling, 

As  softly  'tis  echoed  from  woodland  and  brake; 
From  the  win^s  of  the  night  are  silently  failing 

The  sliadows  that  sleep  on  the  breast  of  the  lake. 
Oh,  see  where  the  moonlight  is  kissing  the  hill,  -  .-   .  . 

And  Venus  is  liuhting  her  lamp  in  the  sky;  * 

Then  come  with  me,  Maureen,  we'll  wander  at  will. 

And  breathe  the  sweet  perfume  the  night  flowers  sigh. 
Oh,  could  we  thns  ever  drink  deep  of  the  bliss 

That  flows  from  the  fount  of  our  yonni;  hearts'  fond  love. 
Like  a  smile  of  yon  lieaven  reflected  in  this. 

Oh,  who  from  Killariiey  could  tempt  us  to  rovef  '•       •  , 

As  peaceful  and  calm  as  that  lake  that  we  see 

ReiKising  to-niyht  In  Its  i)euuiy  serene; 
Would  the  honis  of  a  life  that's  centred  In  thee  ,    •     ' 

Flow  pure  and  onchangiug,  my  Colleen  Maareen. 

KITTY   OP    COLERAINE.  ^ 
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As  beautiful  Kitty  one  rooming  was  tripping, 
■^       W4th  a  pitcher  of  milk  from  the  fair  of  Coleraine, 

When  she  saw  me  she  stumbled,  the  pitcher  It  tumbled,      "^ 

And  all  the  sweet  buttermilk  watered  t^ie  plain. 
Oil  I  what  shall  I  do  now,  'twas  looking  at  you  now, 
■  .    .  Sure,  sure  such  a  pitcher  I'll  ne'er  meet  atiain, 

T was  the  pride  of  my  dairy,  oh  1  Barney  MacCleary,       '     ■ 
Tuu're  sent  as  a  plague  to  the  girls  of  Coleraine. 

■  1  sat  down  beside  her,  and  gently  did  chide  her  \   -   ' 

That  such  a  misfortune  should  cauf>e  her  such  pain,    ._     ■"..  • 
A  kiss  then  I  gave  her,  and  before  I  did  leave  her. 

She  vowed  for  such  pleasure  she'd  break  it  again.  .    -' 

*Ttvas  hay-making  season,  I  can't  tell  the  reason. 
Misfortunes  will  never  come  single,  'tis  plain; 
•.   For  very  soon  after  poor  Kilty's  disaster. 

The  devil  a  pitcher  was  whole  in  Coleraine.  - 

PADDY'S   LAND. 

Send  for  Pre©  Catalogue  of  Sonc  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
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Come,  all  ye  lioys  of  Paddy's  land,  who  are  inclined  to  roam, 
To  reap  the  English  harvest  so  far  away  from  home; 
Be  sure  you're  well  provided  with  comrades  bold  and  true. 
Fur  yon  have  to  fight  both  day  and  night  'gainst  John  Ball  and  his  crew. 

Chorus. 
Then  hurrah,  r'y  boys,  for  Paddy's  land,  'tis  the  land  I  do  adore, 
May  heaven  smile  on  every  child  that  loves  that  shamrock  shore. 
When  we  left  home  for  Dublin,  the  morning  it  being  clear. 
And  when  we  got  on  board  the  boat,  we  gave  three  hearty  cheers. 
Saying:  Good-by,  my  bovs,  to  that  dear  old  land,  we  ne'er  may  see  It  more. 
For  we're  going  to  fight,  both  day  and  night,  all  for  that  shamrock  shore.— CAo. 
We  sailed  away  from  Dublin  quay,  and  ne'er  received  a  Bbock 
Until  we  landed  in  New  York,  'longside.of  the  dock. 

Where  thousands  of  our  coiintrymen  iliey  were  all  in  that  tovm,         [—Ohotfi*. 
And  "  Faugh-a-ballagh  t'  (clear  the  track)  were  the  words  that  passed  all  around. 

Then  away  we  went.  In  merriment,  to  drink  bourbon  and  wine; 

Each  lad  lie  gave  his  favorite  tnast  for  the  girl  he  left  behind; 

We  sat  and  sung,  made  the  ale-house  ring,  despising  Erin's  foes. 

Or  any  man  that  hates  the  land  wnere  St.  Patrick's  shamrock  grows.— CAor'*. 


"  :  ;;       ^  BIDDY    DEAR. 
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Here  I  am,  an  Irish  boy,  who  is  always  fond  of  mirth. 
And  show  me  the  creature  who  would  sllsiht  nie  for  my  birth;     '  -      ••*j|/-, 
^nd  I  have  a  neat  colleen,  in  Dublin,  far  behind — 
I  always  was  a  broth  of  a  boy,  aud  my  colleen  she  is  blind. 

Chobcs. 
Good-bye,  Biddy  dear,  it's  hard  to  part  from  yon. 
Although  I  am  going  to  leave  you,  me  heart  It  will  prove  true; 
Then  cheer  up,  niavoumeen,  and  don't  look  so  forloin. 
The  harvest  time  is  coming,  and  I'm  off  to  sheer  the  corn. 

I  wonldn't  have  left  Ireland,  but  times  were  hard,  you  know- 
To  see  the  starving  creatures,  it  wouhl  break  tiie  heart  of  stone; 
I  bundled  up  my  kit,  while  Biddy  wept  and  slgh'd, 
Aud  as  the  vessel  left  the  dock,  I  stepped  on  board  and  crh-di—Cfunus.  ■ 


WHY   PADDY'S   ALWAYS   POOR. 


y 
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Some  people  oft  will  wonder  why  Paddy's  always  poor,  .,^ 

Tet  happy  and  contented  in  his  mind: 
He'll  sini;  for  yon  till  morning,  he'll  serve  yon  ai  •  friend,  , 

No  truer  friend  in  all  this  world  you'll  find.  ' . 

His  door  is  always  open,  hl8  table  always  free. 

When  trouble  comes  he  meets  it  with  a  smile; 
you'll  find  him  brave  in  buttle,  the  first  to  face  the  foe,  , 

He'll  ne'er  desert  a  comrade,  nor  disown  his  native  isle. 

Chords. 
The  Englishman  is  cautions",  the  Scotchman  careful,  too. 
The  Yankee  he  ie  honest,  still  knows  just  what  to  do; 
Poor  Paddy  he  is  reckless,  his  money  days  are  few. 
For  if  he  has  a  dollar,  he  will  sliare  it  all  with  you. 

I'll  tell  you  why  he's  happy,  and  why  his  wants  are  few,  •-   . 

He  never  gcieves  for  what  is  not  his  own:  >'         .^ 

His  motives  are  not  selfish,  he'd  rather  give  than  take, 

An  open  heart  you'll  find  in  Paddy's  home.  ■•  ',, 

Go  where  the  turf  is  blazing,  where  lads  and  lassies  dream, 

Where  thrush  and  blackbird  warlile  night  and  day; 
'Tie  there  you'll  find  poor  Paddy,  on  Ireland's  mossy  green,  '' 

The  greenest  green  that  ever  grew,  where  every  mouth  is  May.—  Chonu. 

WIDOW  McGEE. 
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Though  old  Erin's  oppressed,  'tis  a  beautiful  place, 

'Tis  the  pride  of  my  heart  and  will  be  till  I  die: 
It  was  there  I  last  looked  on  your  blushing  young  face. 

And  got  a  sweet  smile  from  your  bonnie  black  eye. 
When  you  told  me  "  farewell,"  how  my  bosom  did  swell 

With  emotions  of  sorrow  when  croBSInt!  ilie  sea; 
And  I  never  could  part  with  the  love  of  the  heart  ■  V 

Which  I  brought  over  with  me  for  Widow  McGee.    - 

Chobcs. 
Arrahl  Widow  McGee,  *     .. 

Are  yon  tliinking  of  mef 
If  yon  are,  write  a  letter  from  over  the  sea. 
And  tell  me  you'll  marry  me.  Widow  McGee. 
Do  you  mind  the  black  night,  when  the  pigs  In  the  lane 

Came  grunting  along  to  the  gate  where  we  stoodf  i, 

They  all  scampered  in  to  keep  out  of  tlie  rain. 
Then  I  asked  you  to  have  me,  and  yon  said  that  yon  would, 
'     But  I  left  ytin,  yon  know,  and  I  told  you  I'd  go 

To  a  country  more  beautiful,  happy  and  free,  \      .  .; 
.•   Where  I'd  buy  me  a  lot,  and  build  me  a  cot,  •■*  • 

And  send  to  old  Erin  for  Widow  McGee.—  Chonu,     t 
;      Troth,  1  have  me  the  home  with  a  big  yard  before, 
'; '      And  a  cow  In  ttie  stable,  a  pig  in  the  sty; 
'.      And  at  night  when  I'm  smoking  my  pipe  in  the  door, 

OChI  tlie  divil  a  king  half  so  happy  as  I.  .. 

'  But  what's  a  man's  life  wlien  he's  wanting  a  wifef 

Faith  t  he's  like  an  old  siiip  with  no  rudder  at  sea; 
■    So  I'll  heave  out  mv  rojie  with  the  anchor  of  hoi)e, 

Aud  I'll  wait  till  I'm  married  to  Widow  McGee.— CAorw* 

WHISKY*   YOU*RE   THE   DIVIL. 
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dress*, post-pnid,  on  receipt  of  40  cents,  or  thin  and  any  two  other  S  >ngs  for  oue  Itudar, 
by  Heniy  J.  Wehman.l30<fe  132  Park  Row, New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Sti-eet.  Chicago. 
Write  to  either  one  of  the  above  addre.'-ses  for  Free  Catahigiie  of  8<Migs,  Song  liuuks. 
Sheet  Music,  Qermau  Song  Books,  Letter  Writers,  Di-eam  Books.  Joke  Books,  etc. 

Now,  brave  boys,  we're  on  for  marching  off  to  Portigil  and  Spain, 
Drums  are  beating,  colors  flying,  divil  a  home  we'll  go  again. 

Chorus. 
'■     ...     Love,  farewell,  .      ,      .       ;' 

With  myrearrnh  arrab,  with  my  rearmh  arrab.  • 

■        v    My  rearruh  a  raddy. 

Oh  I  there's  whisky  In  the  jar;  ' 

Oh  t  whisky,  you're  the  divil,  you've  led  me  astray. 
Over  hills  and  over  mountains  and  out  of  the  way;         ' 
Yoii'ie  stronger,  sweeter,  decenter,  and  spnnkyer  than  tea — 
Oh,  whisky,  you're  my  darling,  drunk  or  sober. 


Says  the  motlier  do  not  wrong  me,  do  not  take  my  daughter  from 
For  If  you  do  I  will  torment  you,  and  after  death  my  ghost  will  hau 

Now  the  drums  are  beating  boldly,  men  are  dying  hot  and  coldly. 
Give  every  man  his  fiask  of  powder,  and  his  firelock  on  his  shouider.- 


me, 
haunt  yon.— C 


■Chonu. 


■i*»<«>l 


WEHMAN'S   IRISH  SONQSTER-No.  I. 


CUt7E   AN    HONEST    IRISB    LAD  A  CHANCE. 
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Writs  o  either  one  of  the  ab'>ve  addreraen  for  Free  Catulofriie  of  S'>nK)i,  Hung  Book*, 
Sheet  1  luaic.  Oerman  Sonir  B<>ok«,  Letter  Writers,  Druam  Books,  Joke  Book*,  eto. 

My  name  is  McNamara,  and  I  came  from  county  Clare,  • 

In  that  darlhiK  Utile  isle  acroes  the  t>ea, 
\l'here  ihe  nioantaiiis  and  the  hills,  the  lakes  and  ripplinf;  rllll. 

Are  BiiiKiiiK  sweetest  mnsic  all  the  day. 
Our  little  farm  was  rniali,  it  would  not  siipp'ort  ns  all. 

So  one  of  ns  was  forced  away  from  home; 
I  bid  iliem  nil  good-bye,  with  a  tear-drop  iu  my  eye, 
And  I  sailed  for  Castle  Garden  all  alone. 
Chorits. 
I  am  an  Irish  lad,  of  work  I'm  not  afraid; 

If  it's  pleasure  to  you,  I  will  eitig  or  dance, 
I'll  do  anythine  you  say,  if  you'll  only  name  (he  day 
When  tney  give  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  chance. 

When  I  landed  in  New  York  I  tried  hard  to  get  work. 

Ami  I  traveled  through  the  streets  from  day  to  day; 
I  went  from  place  to  place,  with  starvation  in  my  face. 

But  every  place  they  want  no  help  they  say. 
And  «>tiil  I  wandered  on,  a-hoping  to  fintl  one 

Thiit  would  give  a  lad  a  cliance  to  earn  his  bread;       ^ 
But  then  it's  the  same,  for  I  know  I'm  not  to  blame. 

And  oftentimes  I  wished  that  I  was  dead.— Chorut. 

But  I  know  I've  one  kind  friend,  who  a  helping  hand  will  lend 

To  a  poor  boy,  and  to  help  him  on  at  home; 
I  will  bring  my  motber  liere  and  my  little  sister  dear. 

And  never  more  again  from  them  to  rouni. 
I  will  try  to  do  what's  riglit,  I  will  work  both  day  and  night. 

Yes,  ril  do  the  very  beiit  I  can; 
And  God  will  bless  the  heart  that  will  take  the  poor  boy's  part, 

And  make  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  m&n.—  Chorui. 

I    OWE    $10   TO    O'GRADY. 
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I  lost  my  situation  twelve  months  ago  to-duy. 

The  divil  a  stroke  I've  done  from  then  till  now; 
They  had  me  on  half  wages,  I  struck  for  better  pay. 

They  Ared  me  out  before  I  raised  a  row. 
A  brHn  new  suit  I'd  ordered  from  a  tailor  on  our  block, 

I  l>ought  it  on  the  new  ini>tallinent  plan; 
I  pitid  him  just  five  dollars,  that  left  me  owing  ten- 
Pat  O'Grady  was  the  little  tailor  man. 
Cboritb. 
I  owe  ten  dollars  to  O'Grady, 

You'd  think  he  hud  a  iiiortge^e  on  ray  life; 
He  calls  to  see  me  enriy  ev'ry, morning. 

At  night  he  sends  his  wife.    . 
Be  tried  to  have  me  pawn  my  girl's  piiiiio, 

I  think  O'Griidy  has  a  drendfal  gall: 
Unless  he  wants  to  wait.  III  rub  it  oS  the  slate. 
And  divil  a  cent  he'll  ever  get  at  ail. 
A  week  ago  lust  Sunday  I  walked  around  the  block. 

To  get  a  pint  of  German  lager  beer: 
O'Griidy  stooil  there  drinking  a  glass  of  rye  and  rock, 

I  thought  at  once  he  acted  rather  queer. 
He  said  I  was  a  hlackuunrd,  I  said  be  wai<  the  same. 

He  struck  me,  then  we  rolled  upon  the  floor; 
I  whipped  him  in  five  minutes,  O'Griidy  wiipu't  game. 
As  be  walked  away  I  couldn't  help  but  Tonri—c/iorui. 


DAN   MALONEY   IS   THE    MAN. 
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N<  w  here  is  my  man,  Diin-i-el,  he  comes  from  Donegiil; 
Jii  St  look  at  Ills  chill  whiskers— now  don't  he  bate  them  all? 
Ai  d  If  he  meets  an  old-time  friend  he'll  always  fill  the  can, 
A4d  when  ye  seek  for  blooded  stock,  Dan  Maloney  is  I  lie  man. 

Chorus. 
Maloney's  my  man,  now  don't  he  look  grand? 

He  is  down  here  to-night  wid  his  cronies; 
At  raflBe  or  wake,  sure  he'll  take  the  cake. 
No  man  in  the  world  Is  like  Maloney. 

Stfre  he  Is  no  day  laborer,  his  debts  he'll  always  pay; 

II    hires  all  his  men  himself  at  five  dollars  ii  day. 

N  iw  »hen  the  politicians  they  neeii  a  hcipins:  hand, 

Tl  ey  send  for  Dan,  for  well  tiiey  know  Uan  Maloney  is  the  mtm.— Chorus. 

I'm  a  Man  You  Don't  Meet  Every  Day. 

Sind  for  Free  Catalogrue  of  Sonir  Books,  letter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
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I've  a  neat  little  cabin  that's  built  out  of  mud, 

Not  far  from  the  county  Kihlare; 
I've  ail  acre  or  two  where  I  grow  my  own  spuds, 

I've  enoiitih  and  a  little  to  spare. 
Sure  I've  not  come  over  here  seeking  your  jobs, 

Bnt  a  short  little  visit  to  pay; 
So  be  aisy  and  free  while  you're  drinking  with  me, 

I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day. 

I've  a  neat  little  colleen  that  dwells  in  my  cot. 

Oh,  happy,  contended  is  t<he; 
I've  a  tliiiinping  big  lad  that  will  say  to  his  dad, 

There's  a  man  yon  don't  meet  every  day. 
And  when  for  my  leisure  I'm  out  for  a  walk. 

The  boys  they  all  stop  and  they  stare. 
And  they  B4^to  each  other  as  I'm  passing  by. 

There's  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  day.  . 


BALLINAMUCK    BRIGADE.        'I  - 

Tune—"  Emancipation  Day." 
Bend  for  Free  Catalogue  of  Sontr  Books,  Ix'tter  Wi  iters,  Dream  Books,  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Recitation  Bool's,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books,  Juke  B.>oks,  Sketch  B<K>ks, 
Stump  Speeches,  Irish  Song  Books.  Cook  Books.  Books  iif  AniUH«'meiit,  Rlieet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  &  132  Park  How,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Modlaon  Street,  Chicago. 

I'll  never  forget  the  day,  my  boys,  we  went  out  on  parade. 
Dressed  np  in  uniform  so  gay,  two  soldiers  for  a  day; 
With  the  green  flag  flying  o'er  our  heads,  the  clor  that  never  fades. 
When  we  went  up  to  the  National  Park  in  the  Balliuamuck  Brigade. 

Chorus. 
We  marched  away  so  nent,  with  new  shoes  upon,  our  feet. 

Of  Ihe  Hoolahan  musketeers  we're  not  afraid; 
And  we  look  so  neat  and  Krand,  with  our  muskets  in  onr  hand, 
While  miircliing  in  the  Buliinamuck  Brigade. 

The  shooting  cotnmence<l  at  the  XatiunnI  Park  in  the  afternoon  at  four; 
Tim  Hoolaban  xum  a  barrel  of  coul,  and  Murphy  a  barrel  of  float; 
Jim  Casey  won  a  new  black  liat,  dressed  out  witli  a  wtiite  cockade. 
To  turn  out  on  St.  Patrick's  day  in  the  Baliinaiiiuck  Biigade.— 6'Aor>/«. 

And  when  we  got  borne  at  niuht,  my  boys,  we  dressed  np  for  the  ball; 

We  Invitet!  all  the  regiments,  the  MiiUlgun  guards  and  ail. 

And  during  intermission,  when  we  drank  our  lemonade. 

Wo  gave  an  exhibition  drill  iu  the  Buliinamuck  Brigade.— CAoru*. 

THE    MAN   WHO    TAUGHT    HER    TO    DANCE. 

Send  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Soncr  Books.  I^etter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Recitstton  Bool-s.  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Book. s.  Joke  B.oks,  Sketch  B'>oka, 
Stump  Speeclies,  Irish  Sonu  Books.  Cook  B'Oks,  Books  of  Aniuseinent.  Sieet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehnian.  130  ft  132  Park  Row,  New  York;  or  m  W.  Madlaon  Street,  Chicago. 

I've  got  a  daiiirhter  I  talk  to  all  day, 
•  But  the  devil  a  word  will  she  mind  what  I  say; 

In  spite  of  advice  she'll  go  far  nway. 

Sometimes  she  cannot  be  found. 
If  I  say  stiiy  at  home,  begorrahl  she'll  get  mad. 
She'll  can  me  an  old  tad,  say  I've  got  tliem  bad; 
Inside  of  an  oyster  I  ouiiht  to  he  clud. 
To  a  nanny  goat  I  ought  to  be  l>ouud. 

Chorus. 
Ah,  but  if  I  catch  the  man  that  taught  her  to  dance. 
The  la-<b--da  dunce,  the  tra-le-U  dance  — 
Qn  the  top  of  his  nose  I'll  make  my  flst  prance. 
And  twist  off  the  both  of  his  legs,  ha,  Ual—llieptat.) 

At  night  she'll  put  on  her  fol-de-lol-lols, 
Mr<'>^n  she'll  skip  off  to  her  picnics  and  Imlls: 
Tlien  on  the  neighbors  she'll  make  her  grand  calls. 

Borrow  all  the  clothes  that  she  can. 
For  a  bustle  she'll  wear  my  co<lerie  pants. 
My  chin-chiliy  vest,  or  anything  by  chance; 
But  if  t~catcli  the  laddie-bucK  that  taught  her  to  dance, 

I'll  twist  off  the  both  of  his  legs.— C'Aort/*. 

COME    BACK    TO    YOUR    IRISH    HOME. 

Send  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Sontr  Books.  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books.  UiH-ltation  Books,  Penny  Ballads.  Call  Books.  Joke  B.ioks.  Sketch  Books. 
Sliinip  Siieeches.  Irish  Sonif  Books,  ('ook  Books,  Books  of  Amusement,  Sieei  Music,  etc.. 
to  Henry  J.  Wehinan.  130  A  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madlaon  Street,  Ctiicago. 

There's  a  L'arden  spot  on  earth,  to  me  'tis  the  sweetest  place  I've  seen. 

Where  childliood't)  happy  momenta  passed — I  see  it  in  my  dreams; 

But  I  left  it  and  I  came  to  roam,  'twas  hiird  to  say  good-b>e; 

Oftiimes  I  fancy  1  can  hear  my  poor  old  moiber  cry: 

Chorus. 
Come  hack,  come  hack,  come  buck  here  to  your  Irish  bnmel 
Then  come  back,  come  back,  come  back,  Kute,  ocii  honel 

I've  been  away  one  year  to-day.  and  my  heart  feels  lonely  yet,      t 
Ofttimes  they  write  ami  seem  to  fear  that  I  wid  8<Min  forget;  '   ' 

But  I  ciin't  forget  where'er  I  roam,  no  matter  how  I  try. 
And  iu  my  sleep  I  seem  to  hear  my  poor  old  motber  cry: — Chot   ... 

JOHNNY   DOUGHERTY,    THE    TAILOR. 

Send  for  Free  Cataloartie  of  Sonar  Books,  Letter  Writers.  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
ers, Trick  Books,  Rei'itatlon  Books,  Penny  Ballscis.Ciill  B<Hiks.  Joke  B  .oka, Sketch  Books, 
Stump  Speeclies,  Irish  Soiiir  B<Hika.  Cook  Books,  Books  of  Aniusenieiit,  Si. eel  Music,  etc  , 
(o  Henry  J.  Wehinau,  130  ft  132  Park  Kow,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madlaon  Street,  Chicaga 

You've  all  heard  of  the  solid  men  and  men  of  great  renown; 
But  if  you'll  listen  for  a  while,  I'm  certain  you  will  own 
That  I'm  the  most  respected  man  in  this  great  town,  and  wliyf 
It  is  because  when  I  walk  out  you  will  hear  the  people  cry: 

Chorus. 
I'm  Mr.  Johnny  Dougherty,  the  tailor,  a  man  of  great  renown; 
And  everybody  knows  that  to  make  a  suit  of  clothes 
*  I'm  the  very  beet  that  you'll  find  in  all  this  town. 

I've  heard  them  say  a  tailor  Is  the  ninth  part  of  a  man; 

Let  them  get  up  and  knocK  me  into  nine  parta  if  they  can. 

Devil  a  one  would  ever  dare  to  box  me  for  a  fm-. 

For  I  can  box  as  well  as  stitch,  as  very  well  they  know.— CAoru«. 

MY    PRETTY    IRISH    QUEEN.       i 

Send  for  Free  Cataloirue  of  Sontr  Rooks,  I.etter  Writers,  Dream  Books.  Fortune  Tell- 
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Stump  Siieecliea,  Irish  Sonir  Books.  Cook  Books,  Bisiks  of  Amusement,  Hneet  Music,  etc., 
to  Henry  J.  Wehinan,  130  ft  132  Park  Itow,  New  York;  or  125  W.  Madison  Street,  Chicaga 

How  happy  is  the  evening  when  the  moon  o'er  the  hill-tops  iieep. 

And  the  dew  is  softly  falling,  to  lull  tlie  flowers  to  sleep; 

It  is  then  mem'ry'e  stealing  back  to  a  hnppy  scene. 

Of  one  I  never  will  forget  is  my  pretty  little  Irish  qnceo. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  my  pretty  little  Irish  queen,  who  ever  happy  seems, 
Witli  golden  hair  and  eyes  so  fair,  this  pretty  little  Irish  queen. 
Oh,  niy  pretty  little  Irish  queen,  the  fairest  ever  seen; 
It  was  iiard  to  part  from  the  darling  of  my  heart,  my  pretty  little  Irish  queen. 

Her  eyea  are  like  the  dew-drops  that  glitter  on  the  rose  so  bright. 
And  teeth  just  like  the  lilies,  which  bloom  so  fair  and  white. 
When  the  shades  of  night  have  fallen,  her  face  then  hannts  my  dream, 
•  But  there's  a  day  when  I'll  return  and  claim  my  Irish  queen. — Chorii$. 


